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PREFACE. 






AS the ceaseless, dreary rain after a severe thunder- 
storm, when clap has succeeded clap with fearful 
rapidity, so, after the mighty struggles of the first weeks 
of the Franco-Gernian War, followed the monotonous 
siege of Paris. 

And like the wanderer who, during the first violence 
of the storm, has gladly renounced all idea of pursuing 
his journey, to seek shelter under some friendly roof, as 
the echoes of the last thunderclap die away, looking 
again and again from the window on the misty land- 
scape, impatient for the rain to cease, so we waited 
and watched for the hour which should conduct us to 
our hearths and homes in the brilliant rays of the Sun of 
Peace. 

But week after week, and month after month passed 
by, and no white flag appeared upon the walls of the 
forts. 
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When the day's work was done, and the shades of 
evening descended upon the lovely heights crowning the 
city of the Seine, we sat by the lonely firesides of 
the deserted French villas and chateaux, and whea the 
fire crackled and the sparks flew upward, to many of us 
came strange old-world thoughts. In life and in form 
they came from behind the dark heavy window curtains, 
or from out the gay many-coloured chintz hangings, and 
advanced close to the dreamer. 

On looking wonderingly in their faces, in astonishment 
old acquaintances were recognised, many long, long-for- 
gotten coming back even from, childhood's days. For 
it is extraordinary what strange things a German soldier 
will dream of at French chimney-corners. Speciality de 
reveries Allemandes. Allez done t 

To the relater of these tales such apparitions fre- 
quently presented themselves, and now and then, when 
the snowflakes drifted and Jfell thick out of doors, he 
took his pen and tried to put these dream-phantoms on 
paper, and faithfully the Field-post carried the hasty 
sketches home to her to whom this book is dedicated. 
On returning at last to the German Fatherland, sur- 
rounded by children at his own hearth, he found with 
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astonishment how the singly sent pages had, gradually 
become a small volume. . 

In this form let it go out into the world, in remem- 
brance of that great and glorious time, with which it 
can only claim to be connected in so far that it has 
grown out of love for what we struggled and fought for 
— love of German ways and German character, and so 
God bless our noble Fatherland ! 

RICHARD LEANDER. 

Leipzig, Easter Festival, 1871. 
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I. 

THE MAGIC ORGAN. 

TV yTANY, many years ago, there lived a very skilful 
^^ ^ organ-builder, who had built many organs, each 
one more perfect than the other. At last he produced 
an instrument so exquisitely organised that it began 
to play of itself whenever a bridal pair entered the 
chureh with whom Heaven was well pleased. 

Now, having completed this organ, he thought he 
would look amongst the young girls of his native town 
for a wife, and having chosen the best and the fairest, 
he made preparations for his own wedding. As he 
passed into the church with his bride, followed by a 
long procession of friends and relatives, each with a 
bouquet in the hand or button-hole, his heart swelled 
with pride and ambition. 

He thought neither of his bride nor of Heaven, but 
only what a clever, workman he was, so clever that 
none could compete with him, and how all people would 
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wonder and admire him when the organ began to play of 
itself. So he entered the church with his beautiful bride, 
but the organ remained silent. The organ-builder took 
this very much to heart ; for in his pride he thought the 
fault lay with his bride, and that she was untrue to him. 
He spoke not one word to her the whole day, and when 
night came he made up a bundle of clothes and left 
her. 

After wandering many hundred miles, he settled at 
last in a foreign country where no one knew him, or cared 
to inquire anything about him. He lived there a quiet 
lonely life for ten long years, when there cam^ upon him 
an indescribable yearning for his home and his forsaken 
bride. He thought continually how good and beauti- 
ful she had been, and how cruelly he had deserted her. 
Having struggled long against the feeling, he resolved 
at last to return and sue for pardon. Day and night 
he wandered on, till the soles of his feet were quite sore ; 
and the nearer hfe came to his home, the greater grew 
his anxiety to know if she would be kind and good 
and true to him, as in those days when she was his 
bride. 

At length the distant towers of his native town rose 
glittering in the sunlight. Then he began to run so fast 
that people turned round to look after him, exclaiming, 
" Why, he must be mad ! " or, " Perhaps he's a thief!" 
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As he entered the gates of the town a funeral procession 
met him. The coffin was followed by many persons, all 
weeping bitterly. " Who are you carrying to the grave 
and mourning so deeply ? " he said. ** It is the beautiful 
wife of the organ-builder, who was so basely deserted by 
her wicked husband. She has been so good and charit- 
able to us all I and now we follow her to her last resting- 
place." He listened, but never a word did he utter, as, 
\jrith bent head, he slowly approached the coffin and 
helped to bear it. No one recognised him, but hearing 
his sobs, he was not disturbed, thinking hini one of the 
many to whom in her lifetime the forsaken wife had 
shown kindness. 

Thus the procession reached the church door, and 
as the bearers crossed the threshold the organ pealed 
forth more gloriously than it had ever been known to 
do before. 

They placed the coffin before the altar, and the 
organ-builder leant silently against a pillar near, and 
listened to the tones, which rose and swelled more and 
more powerfully till the very foundations of the church 
seemed to tremble. Then his eyes closed, for he was 
very tired with the long journey ; but his heart was 
joyful, for he knew that God had pardoned him — and 
as the last note of the organ died away he sank life- 
less on the pavement. 
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The people raised the body, and on recognising it, 
they opened the coffin and laid him beside his bride, 
and the organ began again in soft tones as they closed 
the coffin. Then it became silent, and since has never 
been known to play of itself again ! 
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II. 

THE INVISIBLE KINGDOM. 

A BOUT a mile or so from the village, on the hillside, 
-^^^ stood a little house, in which dwelt, with his old 
father, a young man named George. They cultivated 
just enough land to be able to live without any anxiety. 
Behind the house the forest grew thick and wild with 
its tangled masses of verdure, and its old oaks and 
beeches, that were so old that even the great-grand-chil- 
dren of the men who had planted them had been dead 
many hundred years. Just on the border of the forest 
lay a large, half-broken millstone ; and who knows how 
long it had lain there or who had brought it } Seated 
there, a lovely view stretched itself at the feet of the 
beholder. Far away, the eye wandered over valley and 
along the windings of a silvery stream, far into the moun- 
tains, which rose majestically in the distance. 

Every evening George came to this spot as soon as 
his work in the fields was done, and sitting on the stone 
with his head in Ms hands and his elbows on his knees, 
he would dream on for hours forgetful of all around him. 
Making friends of none of the people in the village, pre- 
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ferring at all times to be alone, it Came to pass that he 
was nicknamed Dreamy George. To this he was per- 
fectly indifferent. 

The older he grew the more reserved he was, and 
when his old father, whom he dearly loved, came to die 
and be buried under one of the old oaks, he became 
more reserved. Seated on the millstone still oftener 
than before, looking into the lovely valley beneath, he 
would watch the evening mist enter at one end and 
steal up the hills, till the night grew dark. Then the 
stars peeped out one by one, and the moon at last, in 
all her grandeur, would sail upon the deep blue sky. 

Then he felt peace ineffable and unspeakable happi- 
ness throughout his whole being ; for the stream began to 
sing, softly at first, but as he listened it grew louder, and 
sang of the hills from whence it came, and the sea to 
which it was hurrying, and of the water nymphs who 
sported in its crystal depths. The forest would also 
begin to rustle, quite different from an Ordinary forest, 
and told the most wonderful tales, particularly the old 
oak under which his father lay buried — that old tree 
knew wondrous strange things — and rustled till the very • 
stars in the clear blue heavens were seized with a long- 
ing desire to fall into the green forest and into the cool 
blue stream ; and began to flicker and sparkle just as if 
they could really bear it no longer. 
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But the angels, one of whom stands behind each star, 
held them quite fast, exclaiming — 

** Stars I stars ! do not commit ^uch folly, ye are much 
too old by many thousand years and more. You re- 
main where you are and do your appointed work." 

It was a wonderful valley this, but only George heard 
and saw all these things. The people in the village had 
no idea what went on, for they were only common 
matter-of-fact people. Now and then they came to the 
forest and felled one of the giant trees and split it up 
into firewood, making a goodly pile, when they would 
rub their hands and say — 

" Ah ! ah ! now we shall have plenty of good fires.". 

They went also and washed their linen in the stream, 
and found it very handy. The stars, too, when they 
sparkled more than usual, only seemed to tell them it 
would be a cold night. • 

" Our potatoes will be frozen ! " they exclaimed. 

George sometimes tried to tell them the real meaning 
of what they saw and heard, but it was useless ; they 
only laughed at him, for they were but common matter- 
of-fact sort of people. 

One day, George) as usual, was sitting on the old mill- 
stone, thinking that in the whole wide world he was 
utterly alone, when he sank into a deep sleep. Then 
he dreamt that between two stars a golden swing with 
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silver cords hung down from the sky. On this swing 
sat a lovely Princess swinging herself backwards and 
forwards, alternately touching the heavens and the earth. 
Each time her little feet touched the earth, the Princess 
clapped her hands merrily and threw him a rose. Sud- 
denly the silver cords snapped, and swing and Princess 
were tossed up into the clouds. Farther and farther 
they sped, till at length they disappeared altogether 
from his sight. 

He started up and looked about^him. Could it be a 
dream ? No, surely, since there, on the old millstone 
before him, lay a bunch of freshly-gathered roses. 

The next day he went to sleep again, and again when 
he awoke the roses were there. 

The same thing occurred the whole week. Then 
Dreamy George began really to think there must be 
some truth in his dream ; so he determined to shut up 
his house and gp in search of the Princess. 

After travelling many days, he at length came to a 
country where the clouds touched the earth. Nothing 
daunted, he wandered straight into this cloud-land till 
he came to a thick forest. All at once he heard cries 
for help, and following the sounds, he came to where 
a venerable old man, with a long grey beard, lay help- 
less on the ground, and upon him knelt two hideous, 
quite naked wretches in the very act of strangling him. 
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Looking hastily round for a weapon of some sort to run 
these two miscreants through, he, in despair, tore down 
one of the branches of a tree, when lo 1 it turned into 
a spear in his hands. With this he rushed upon the 
murderers and ran them through the body, so that 
with piercing shrieks they soon decamped, leaving their 
victim uninjured. 

Lifting up the venerable old man and trying to com- 
fort him, Dreamy George asked him how it was those 
two naked fellows had set upon him ? 

Then he told him how that he was the King of Dreams, 
and had lost his way and had wandered into the country 
of his bitter enemy, the King of Reality and Truth. 

** No sooner," said he, " did this King of Reality and 
Truth discover me, thain he had me watched by two of 
his servants, with orders to despatch me at the first best 
opportunity." 

*' Had you then offended the King of Reality and 
Truth ? " asked Dreamy George. 

*' Not a bit of. it," replied the other ; " but he is always 
looking out for affronts. It's his disposition. Me he 
posijtively hates like poison." 

" But the fellows he sent to kill you were — yes — they 
really were stark naked." 

"To be sure," said the King; "stark naked— that's 
the fashion in the land o.f Truth. Every one goes about 
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in that costume, even the King himself; and they're 
not a bit ashamed of it either, a plain, ugly, hateful 
people as they are. But come, you have saved my life, 
and I must prove my gratitude by showing you my 
country. It is the most enchanting in the world, and 
all dreams are my very humble subjects." 

And so saying, the King of Dreams led the way, and 
George followed him. When they came to the spot 
where the clouds hung thickest upon the earth, the King 
pointed to a trap-door which was so concealed in a 
thicket that it would have been difficult to find for any- 
body who did not know where to look for it. He lifted 
it and appeared to descend with his companion five 
hundred steps, but in reality they were mounting higher 
and higher into the clouds, till they came to a brilliantly- 
illuminated grotto, which stretched for miles and miles 
away in marvellous beauty. Inexpressibly lovely it 
was, with palaces on islands in the middle of vast lakes 
of crystal waters, and the islands all floated about like 
ships, so that when one had a mind to enter a palace, 
he had only to stand on the shore and call out — 

'' Let the palace come near, 
I will enter it here ; *' 

and immediately it would obediently float up to the 
shore. Further on were castles in the air wafted along 



Digitized 



by Google 



The Invisible Kingdom. 1 5 

by the breeze, and if the fancy took you to pay them a 
visit it was only necessary to say — 

" Let the castle come near, 
I will enter it here ; " 

and they obligingly lowered themselves. Besides these 
were many other wonders equally curious and astound- 
ing. Flowers scenting the air with delicious perfume in 
the day, and shining with a blaze of light at night. 
Birds warbling strange tales, and, in fact, such extra- 
ordinary objects met his delighted gaze, that Dreamy 
George thought he nevdr could grow tired of looking 
and wondering. 

" Now for my subjects, the dreams," said the King ; 
"come and make acquaintance with them. I divide 
them into three classes : good dreams for good people ; 
bad dreams for bad people ; and the third grade is com- 
posed of dream-elves, who are also called nightmares. 
With these last I sometimes have a good joke, for, 
King though I am, I must be allowed my joke some- 
times." So saying, he led the way into a castle of such 
a peculiar style of architecture that it really seemed a 
joke of itself. 

" Here live my dream-elves, a little wanton, mis- 
chievous community, who, however, never do any harm 
to any one. Come here, my little man," cried the King, 
" and try for once to be serious for a minute . or two. 
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Can you imagine," continued he to George, " what this 
rogue is capable of, if by chance I allow him to go down 
upon the earth ? Why, I will tell you. He runs into 
the first house he comes to, picks up the soundest sleeper 
in his arms, and carrying him to the top of the church 
tower, pitches him down headlong to the bottom, and 
away he springs himself, two steps at a time, down the 
winding stairs, and arrives just so as :feo receive the fall- 
ing wretch in his arms and carry him back to his bed, 
on which he throws him in suqh a heap as to wake him 
_ up with a great crack and a start, believing every bone 

in his body to be broken. Then, poor man, he rubs his 

« 
eyes and exclaims gratefully, * Thank Heaven, I am 

awake now! It was only a dream. I thought Thad 

fallen from the church tower.* " 

" There he is," cried Dreamy George. " There, that 
one. He came to me once. If I could only just catch 
him, he should remember it his life long." 

Hardly had he said this than another nightmare 
jumped up from' under the table, looking just like a 
little dog, with a co^it like shaggy hair, and his tongue 
hanging half out of his mouth. 

"And he's not much better," assured the King; "he 
barks like a dog, and has such strength that when people 
are very frightened in their dreams he hangs on to their 
feet and legs, so that they cannot run away." 
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"Yes! I know that fellow well, too/' cried George. 
" One tries to move and can't, feeling as poweriess as 
a log I Only just to lift an arm, but it is as heavy as 
lead, and your legs seem glued to the very earth. 
Sometimes, instead qf a dog, the fellow looks like a 
bear or a robber, or something even worse still." 

" He sha'n't worry you again. Dreamy George," said 
the King. " Now we will go on to the bad dreams ; 
but don't be afraid, not one shall hurt you, they are 
only for wicked men." 

Whereupon they entered a large space enclosed by a 
high wall, in the centre of which was a strong iron door. 
Here, up and down, wandered the most appalling mon- 
sters, some in the form of man, some half man and half 
beast, others like animals only. Quite unprepared for 
such apparitions. Dreamy George drew back towards 
the iron door, but the King spoke encouragingly to 
him and said, " Would you not like to see a little closer 
the sort of dreams wicked men are compelled to dream.?'" 
And he beckoned to a dream that stood hard by — a 
most hideous giant with a grindstone under each arm. 

" Tell us what you mean to be about to-night," said 
the King in an authoritative tone. 

The monster drew his head almost into his shoulders, 
and his mouth nearly to each ear, shaking his sides like 
one who enjoys a good joke. 
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" I am going to a rich man to-night who let his father 
starve. One day the old man seated himself on the 
stone steps of his son's house, begging, if only for a 
bit of bread. When the son came out of his house, 
seeing him there, he ordered his servants to drive him 
off, saying, * Away with such a disgrace to my house ! ' 
So every night I go and roll him well between my two 
grindstones, till every bone in his body is well broken 
up into little bits ; and as soon as he has become nice 
and limp, then I take him by the throat and give him a 
good shaking and say, * Now then, my man, how do you 
like it yourself?' Then he starts up, his teeth chat- 
tering, and he calls out to his servants to bring him 
another blanket, *I am frozen!' and as soon as he is 
sound asleep then I begin again." 

Dreamy George could bear this no longer, but slipping 
out of the iron door, he dragged the King after him, 
calling out he had had quite enough of the bad dreams, 
and would not stay a minute longer amongst them. 
It was too horrible. 

Then the King led the way to an enchanting garden, 
into which they entered. The paths were all silver, the 
beds gold, and the flowers precious stones, and amongst 
them walked the good dreams. The first he met was a 
dream like a fair but very pale young woman, who held 
in one hand a Noah's ark, and in the other a box of tricks. 
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" Who may she be ? " asked Dreamy George. 

" She is a sweet dream, who goes every evening to 
the bedside of a little sick child whose mother is dead ; 
during the day he is quite alone, for no one cares very 
much about him ; but towards evening she goes to 
him and plays with him the whole night He always 
goes to sleep early, so she is obliged to be early too. 
The other dreams are much later. But come, we must 
get on if I am to show you all." 

And so they went farther into the garden, into the 
very midst of the dreams. They were men, women, 
and children, all with good, pleasant faces, and dressed 
in the most superb clothes ; many of them held beau- 
tiful presents in their hands of all that could most 
delight the eyes or gratify the heart. Suddenly 
Dreamy George stood still with a cry of astonishment, 
that made all the dreams turn round* to see what was 
the matter. 

" What is it } " asked the King. 

** Why, my Princess, there she is ! who so often came 
to me, and gave me the roses," cried Dreamy George, 
in a state of enchantment. 

" To be sure ! to be sure ! " replied his guide, " that 
is undoubtedly she. I always sent you a beautiful 
dream, almost the most beautiful I have.*' 

Dreamy George ran up to the Princess, who had just 
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got into her little golden swing, and had begun to swing 
herself backwards and forwards, when she caught sight 
of George, and sprang from her seat almost into his 
arms; but he, taking her by the hand, led her to a 
golden bench. Here they both sat down, and told each 
other how delightful it was to meet again ; and when 
they had quite ended that topic of conversation, they 
began it all over again. Meanwhile, the King of 
Dreams paced backwards and forwards along the 
broadest path, with his hands behind his back, quietly 
taking out his watch now and then, to see how late 
it grew, and. still Dreamy George and the Princess 
seemed not to be a bit nearer the end, of whatever they 
could be telling each other. At last, almost out of 
patience, he went up to them. 

" Now, really, my dear children, it is quite time you 
should have done. You, Dreamy George, have a long 
way to go before you reach home, and I can't offer you 
a bed, for we have none here ; dreams never sleep, but 
go down every night to mortals on earth; and you, 
my fair Princess, must now be quick and dress yourself 
in rosy hues, and come to me, and I will tell you where 
to go to-night, and what you have to say." 

" Never more I " cried Dreamy George, with a beat- 
ing heart, and more courage than he had ever felt in 
his whole life. " Never more, your Majesty, will I be 
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parted from my Princess ; either keep me here alto- 
gether, or give her to me to take back with me to earth. 
I cannot live without her, I love her far too dearly." 
And a tear stood in each eye as big as a hazel-nut. 

" My good George/* began the King, " she is my very 
sweetest dream." But the recollection of how he had 
saved his life came across him, and he added, " Well, I 
suppose you must have her ; I can't refuse. There, take 
your Princess, go down to earth with her, but as soon 
as you arrive, loose her silver veil from her head, and 
throw it back to me through the trap-door ; then she 
will become flesh and blood like any other mortal maid, 
for now she is but a dream." 

Dreamy George could not find words enough to thank 
the King. "Your Majesty overwhelms me, but since 
you are so obliging, may I venture to add one more 
petition. My Princess, it is true, is now mine. But, 
alas ! where is my kingdom ? It is quite impossible to 
be a princess without a kingdom ; at least, a reigning 
prince3s, such as mine is. Could your Majesty not 
vouchsafe to bestow a kingdom on us, if only a little 
one?" 

" Visible kingdoms. Dreamy George, I have none to 
give," replied the King; "mine are all invisible, and 
one of these I can give you ; the very best and most 
extensive I have shall be yours if you only wish it." 
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Then Dreamy George asked "how he should find out 
what to do with an invisible kingdom, and how it should 
be governed ? " 

But the King assured him he would soon find it all 
out, and live in an invisible kingdom of wonders and 
delights. For, said he, endless and unclouded happi- 
ness belongs to such a kingdom, whilst ordinary visible 
kingdoms sometimes have very unpleasant events hap- 
pening in them every day. 

" If you were king of one of those realms, one fine 
morning your Minister of Finance might come perhaps 
to your bedside with, ^May it please your Majesty, I 
must have a thousand pounds for the State; there is 
not «a farthing in the treasury.' What would become 
of you then } Or again, war is declared, and you 
are conquered by some neighbouring king, who 
marries your Princess, and shuts you up in a prison. 
Believe me, such events never happen in invisible 
kingdoms." 

" Still if we can't see it," persisted Dreamy George, 
" where would be the good of our kingdom ? " 

**What a strange mortal it is!" murmured the King, 
with his forefinger to his forehead. "Why, you and 
your Princess would see it, to be sure, clear enough. 
Palaces, gardens, parks, and forests, all that belongs to 
a kingdom you will see, and live and walk in, and do 
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just as you please with — of course only other people 
won't see it, that 's alL" 

Dreamy George was relieved, for after making the 
request he began to feel just a little afraid of what 
people in the village might say if he came home with 
a princess and became king ; so he took an affectionate 
farewell of the King of Dreams, and with his Princess 
mounted the five hundred steps which really led down 
upon the earth, and when he had reached the top, he 
unfastened her silver veil and threw it through the trap* 
door. Then he tried to shut it, but it was so heavy he 
let it fall with such a bang it almost sounded like a 
cannonade, and for a few minutes he was quite stunned. 
When he recovered his senses he found himself sitting 
on the old millstone, near his home, and by his side the 
Princess, of flesh and blood, like any other mortal maid. 
She held his hand between her own, saying, in a low but 
happy tone — 

"You dear, good, foolish husband, what a long time 
it was before you had the courage to tell me how 
much you loved me ! Did I alarm you so very 
much?" 

And theii the moon rose ^nd lighted up the stream 
that murmured sweet music to the ear as it rolled along, 
and the old trees rustled, and still they sat and chatted 
on. All at once a little black speck, like a cloud. 
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obscured the moon, and something fell at their feet like 
a folded handkerchief. Then the moon shone forth 
again in all her glory ; they picked up the handkerchief 
and began to spread it before them, but it was so thin, 
and went into so many folds, it took some time ; at last, 
when it was quite undone, they saw it was a map of a 
fair country ; a river ran in the centre, and on either side 
were towns, and forests, and lakes. Then they knew 
the good .King of Dreams had fulfilled his promise, and 
sent them their invisible kingdom from heaven, and 
when they turned to look at their house, behold 1 it had 
become a noble palace, with steps of crystal, walls of 
marble, and soft velvet carpets. Holding each other by 
the hand they entered their palace, where their subjects 
were already assembled to receive them. Low they 
bowed as they passed along, whilst the air was rent with 
the sounds of drums and trumpets. Then came pages 
and strewed bright flowers before them, and so they 
knew they were King and Queen. 

The next morning the whole village was alive with 
the news that Dreamy George had come home, and 
brought a wife back with him. " Nothing very particu- 
lar," said the good folks. " I saw her this morning," 
chimed in one of the villagers ; " as I went to the wood, 
she was standing with him at the door, quite a plain 
girl, little, and rather pale, in just a simple cotton dress. 
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I wonder where she sprang from? He hasn't much 
himself, and I daresay she has nothing at all." 

And so these very foolish people gossiped on, for they 
could not see she was a princess, or that the cottage had 
' become a palace of marvellous beauty. They in their 
Ignorance saw nothing, for Heaven had sent Dreamy 
George an invisible kingdom. He never cared any- 
thing at all about these silly people, but lived with his 
Princess contented and happy. By and by they had 
six children, one more beautiful than the other, and 
they were all princes and princesses. 

But nobody knew it in the village, for they really were 
such stupid matter-of-fact sort of people that they never 
discovered it at all. 
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III. 

THE KNIGHT WHO GREW RUSTY. 

A VERY rich and noble knight lived in riot and 
•^^- revelry, and was proud and hard to the poor. 
Therefore, as a punishment, God let one side of him 
grow rusty. His left arm, his left leg, and indeed one 
half of his body rusted, except his face, which remained 
as it had been. So the knight drew a glove on his left 
hand, had it sewn at the wrist, and did not take it off 
day or night, so that no one might see how very rusty 
he was. 

Then he resolved to try and lead a new life. He 
dismissed his old friends and boon companions, and 
married a beautiful and religious wife. She had pro- 
bably heard much evil of the knight ; but as his face 
remained quite free from rust, she only half believed the 
reports when she was alone and thought about what 
she had been told. When he was with her, and spoke 
softly to her, she believed not one word, so she accepted 
him. 

Soon after the wedding, she found out why he never 
took off the glove from his left hand, and ^ great fear 
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fell upon her. She did not, however, let this appear ; 
but one morning said to her husband, she would go into 
the forest to pray, in the little chapel that had been 
built there. Now near this chapel, in a cell, there dwelt 
an old hermit, who in former days had spent much time 
at Jerusalem, and was so holy that from far and near 
people made long pilgrimages to see him. She thought 
she would consult him, and follow his advice. 

Having told her tale, the hermit went into the chapel 
and prayed long and earnestly. When he returned he 
said to her, *' My child, you may indeed release your 
husband from this curse, but under great difficulties. 
Should you begin your task, and not have the courage 
to complete it, you too will grow rusty. Now listen to 
the conditions. Your husband has done much evil in 
his time, and has been proud and hard to the poor. If 
you will beg for him, barefooted and in rags, as the 
poorest beggar-woman, until you have collected a hun- 
dred golden guineas, then take his hand, go with him 
to the church, and lay the hundred guineas in the poor- 
box, then God will pardon your husband's sins, the 
rust will disappear, and he will be as white as ever." 

*' I will do it," said the knight's young wife ; " how- 
ever difficult it may be, and whatever time it may take, 
I will do it ! I will save my husband ; for firmly I be- 
lieve the rust is only outside." 
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Deep into the forest, far away she wandered, and at 
length came upon an old woman gathering sticks. She 
wore a dirty torn petticoat, and over it a cloak made up 
of as many shreds as the Holy Roman Empire in former 
days. What colour the rags had once been it was im- 
possible to say ; for rain and sun had done their work, 
and not a vestige remained. 

" Will you give me your petticoat and your cloak, 
good mother ? " said the knight's wife. " I will give 
you all the money in my pocket, and my silk dress too, 
if you will, for I want to be very poor." 

The old woman looked at her in utter amazement, and 
said, " With pleasure, my pretty one ; if you are in 
earnest, I will gladly do it. I have seen much of the 
world, and met many people who wanted to be rich, but 
I never yet came across any one who wanted to be poor. 
Poverty will ill suit those soft white hands and that 
sweet little face of yours." 

But the knight's wife had already begun to take off 
her dress, and looked so sad and serious that the old 
woman easily saw she was not joking. So she gave her 
her petticoat and her cloak, and helped her to put 
them on ; then she asked — 

** What do you mean to do now, my pretty one ?" 

" To beg, good mother," answered the knight's 
wife. 
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"To beg! Well, don't grieve about that, it is no "*' 

shame. Many a one will have to beg at the gates of 
heaven, who has not learned to do so on earth. Listen, 
I will teach you a beggar's ditty : — 

" * Pity, poor beggars, have pity ! 

" We wander from city to city, * • 

Begging and crying. 
Fainting and dying. 

" ' Plenty hast thou. Oh ! that rarity ! 
Give us a morsel for charity — 
Bread for the wallet, 
Soup for the palate, 
'* * Our knapsacks are leather. 
Our clothes like a feather ; 
Nothing to wear, 
Nothing for fare. 

" * We beg as we wander. 
And what we get squander.* 

Isn't that a pretty song } " said the old woman. 
Thereupon she put on the silk dress, and disappeared 
quickly. 

The knight's wife went on still further into the forest, 
and after a time she met a farmer who had come out to 
hire a gleaner, for it was harvest-time, and hands were 
wanted. Then the knight's wife stood still and held 
out hel" hand, saying — 

** Pity, O good sir, have pity ; 
Give me a morsel for charity," 

But the other verses she did not like, so she would not 
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repeat them. The farmer looked at the woman, and 
seeing that in spite of her rags she seemed strong and 
healthy, he asked her if she wanted work ? 

*' I '11 give you a cake at Easter, a goose at Michael- 
mas, and a crown and a smart new dress at Christmas. 
Will these wages content you 'i " 

" No," answered t;he knight's wife ; " I must beg : 
such is God's will." 

Upon which the farmer grew angry, and began to 
abuse and swear at her, saying, jeeringly, "And so it's 
God's will, is it, indeed } much you must know about 
that ! An idle hussy is what you are, and not so much 
as worthy a jail ; " and he went on his way and gave her 
nothing, leaving her standing by the roadside. Then 
the knight's wife began to discover that begging was a 
hard task. However, she proceeded, and after some 
time came to a place where the road divided, and where 
stood two stones. On one of these sat a beggar, with a 
crutch in his hand. The other was vacant ; and as she 
was now beginning to be very tired, she thought she 
would sit down and rest a while. Hardly, however, had 
she done so, when the beggar, hitting out at her with 
nis crutch, exclaimed^— 

" You be off, you lazy wench 1 Do you suppose you 
are going to cheat me out of my customers, with your 
rags aftd your sugary face } I have hired this corner for 
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myself; and you be quick and pack, or I'll soon show 
you what a rod in pickle I have here for your back." 

So the knight's wife rose, and walked as far as her 
feet would carry .her, till she at length came to a great 
strange city. Here she remained, and making her way 
to the church door, she sat down and begged, sleeping 
at night on the church steps. In this manner she lived 
from day to day, one giving her a penny, and another 
a farthing, whilst from many she got nothing but abuse, 
such as the farmer had given her. 

She seemed a long way from the hundred golden 
guineas, for after begging well-nigh three parts of the 
year she had only saved a shilling ! And just as she 
had done this a lovely boy was born to her, whom she 
named "Joie," because she still hoped to be able to 
redeem her. husband from the curse. 

She tore a strip about a yard wide from the faded 
cloak, so that it then only reached to her knees ; in this 
she wrapped the child, laid it on her lap, and continued 
begging. And when* the child was restless and would 
not sleep, she rocked it in her arms, singing — 

" Sleep, baby, on thy mother's breast, 
Poor beggar child, and take thy rest : 
Thy father in his castle lives, 
And while he revels, inly grieves. 

. ** Sleep on : he softly walks in silk, 

Eats wheaten bread, drinks wine and milk; 
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A storm without affrights his heart. 
And asks, ' Dost play a father's part ?' 

" Sleep on : for me or thee in vain 
He weeps in secret, racks his brain ; 
With all his wealth, far poorer he. 
Till he recover thee and me." 

Often would the passers-by stand and look pityingly 
on the poor young beggar-woman and her beautiful 
child, and they began to give her more money than , 
before ; and this consoled her, and she wept no more, 
for she knew if only she had the patience to wait, she 
would surely save her husband at last. 

In the meantime, when the knight found his wife did 
not return to the castle, he grew very sad, and said to 
himself, " She has found out all, and left me 1 '* Then 
he remembered the hermit in the forest, and betook 
himself at once to the chapel to learn if his wife had 
been there to pray ; but the hermit mistrusted him, and 
only gave him very short answers, and saying Sternly — 

" You have lived in riot and revelry, you have been 
hard and proud to the poor; therefore, as a punish- 
ment, God has allowed you to grow rusty. Your wife 
'was quite right to leave you. No one should put a 
good and a bad apple in the same box, lest the good 
one should become rotten also ! " 

Then the knight sat himself down on the ground and 
wept bitterly. 
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The hermit, seeing this, said — 

" I perceive your heart as yet has not grown rusty, 
so I will give yon this piece of advice : give alms to the 
poor, and pray without ceasing, go diligently to church, 
and you shall find your wife." 

So the knight left his castle and rode forth into the 
world, giving money to all the poor he met, and pray- 
ing in every church he came to ; but he did not find 
his wife. Thus a year had nearly passed, when he 
reached the town in which his wife sat at the church 
door begging. His first thought was to go as usual 
to church. 

She from afar had already recognised him, for he 
was tall and stately, and moreover wore a helmet of 
gold with an eagle's claw on the crest, which glittered 
in the distance ; but she trembled as she saw him 
approach, for as yet she had only collected two golden 
guineas, and she knew with these she could never 
save him. 

She drew her mantle far over her head, so that he 
should not see her face, and crouched down as much 
as possible, to hide her snow-white feet ; for the cloak 
only just reached to her knees, since she had torn off 
the strip for the baby. As the knight stepped past her, 
he heard a gentle sob, and seeing the patched cloak, and 
the beautiful child on her lap, his heart melted towards 
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her. He drew near, and asked what he could do for 
her, but the woman did not answer, and only sobbed 
the louder, for do what, she would, she could not 
control herself. 

Then the knight taking out his purse, which con- 
tained more than a hundred golden guineas, he 
emptied them into her lap, saying, "All that I have 
shall be yours, even though I should have to beg my 
way home." At this moment the woman's cloak acci- 
dentally slipped from her head, and the knight knew it 
was his own wedded wife to whom he had given his 
purse of gold. In spite of her rags, he clasped her in 
his arms ; and on learning the beautiful child was his 
own son, he kissed and caressed him in boundless 
delight. But the woman, taking the knight by the hand, 
l^d him into the church, and putting the money into the 
poor-box, she said, " I wished to release you from the 
curse, but you have released yourself. My task is done." 
And it was so ; for as the knight left the church, the 
curse was removed from him, and the rust which had 
covered his left side totally disappeared. He lifted his 
wife and child on to his horse, and walking himself by 
t;heir side, brought them safe back to the castle, where 
they all lived happily for many years, the knight 
dd5ng so much good that everybody was loud in his 
praise. 
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The rags his wife had worn he placed in a costly 
shrine, and if, as he passed it on his way each morning 
to chapel, his first thanksgivings were said at this shrine, ^ 
" surely," he thought, " God, who knows all hearts, will 
pardon me." . 
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IV. 

THE QUEEN WHO COULD NOT MAKE 
GINGERBREAD-NUTS, AND THE KING 
WHO COULD NOT PL A Y ON THE JEWS- 
- HARP. 

npHE King of Macaroons had already reached man's 
-* estate, when one morning he sat in his dressing- 
gown by his bedside. His chamberlain stood before 
him holding his majesty's stocking, in the heel of which 
there was one unmistakable hole. For although he had 
managed to hold the stocking in such a manner as to 
hide the rent a little, knowing that the king generally 
thought much more of irreproachable boots than of new 
stockings, this time it did not escape the royal scrutiny. 
Horrified, he seized the stocking from the minister's 
hand, and running his forefinger through the hole till 
the very knuckle was visible, he sighed — 

"Alas! what use is it that I am a king, if I have 
no queen! What should you say to my taking a 
wife.?" 

"Your majesty," answered the minister, "that is a 
sublime idea ! — an idea I was on the point of having 
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myself, had I not felt convinced your majesty would 
give utterance to the thought this day." 

" Good ! " replied the king ; " but do you think a wife 
is easily found— one, I mean, just to suit me?" 

" Bah ! " said the minister, " ten for one ! " 

" But, you must remember, I am very particular. If a 
princess wishes to please me, she must be clever and 
beautiful ; and there is one point on which I am in- 
flexible. You are aware how much I like gingerbread- 
nuts. In the length and breadth of my kingdom there 
is not a soul who knows how to make them — at least, to 
make them properly — njeither too hard nor too soft, but 
just nice and crisp. My queen must positively know 
how to make gingerbread-nuts." 

No sooner were these words spoken than the mini- 
ster felt electrified ; but he soon recovered himself, and 
answered — 

"A sovereign like your majesty can hardly fail to 
find a princess who knows how to make gingerbread- 
nuts." 

"Well, then, we will look about us." And accordingly, 
that very day, the king, accompanied by his minister, 
went round the neighbourhood, paying visits to all the 
neighbours he knew had princesses to dispose of. But 
it so happened that amongst them all were only three 
who were clever and beautiful enough to please the 
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king, and of these three not one could make gingei;- 
bread-nuts. 

" I am afraid I cannot make gingerbread-nuts," said 
the first princess ; " but I know how to make the most 
delicious little almond-cakes, if that will do as well." 

" No, no," persisted the king. *' Nothing but ginger- 
bread-nuts 1 " 

The second princess, when the question was put to 
her, only bit her lips and turned scornfully away, ex- 
claiming, ** None of your jokes, if you please. Do you 
think princesses make gingerbread-nuts ? *' 

But the king fared worst of all with the third, though 
she was quite the cleverest and prettiest. She did not 
even all6w him to put the question to her at all ; for 
before he had time to speak, she asked him at once 
herself if he knew how to play on the Jews'-haip, and as 
he declared his utter inability to perform on that instru- 
ment, she at once declined the honour gf his alliance, 
saying she regretted extremely, for he really would 
otherwise quite suit her ; but she was passionately fond 
of listening to the Jews'-harp, and had determined never 
to marry a man who could not play upon it. 

So the king drove home again with his minister, both 
rather crestfallen ; and as he got out of the carriage he 
* only said, " Well, that was a useless journey ! " 

But a king must have a queen; and so, after some 
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little time, he called his minister again, and confided to 
him that, after mature consideration, he had come to 
the conclusion to give up all idea of finding a wife who 
could make gingerbread-nuts, and had determined upon 
marrying one of the three princesses they had seen. 
"That one who could make almond-cakes ; — off with 
you at once and ask her to be my wife." 

Next day the minister returned with the news that 
the princess was gone. She had married the king of 
the land where the capers grow. 

" Then go and ask the second princess." But again 
the minister returned after a fruitless errand. The old 
king, her father, Wcts grieved to the heart, but his 
daughter, unfortunately, was dead ; so he was obliged 
to come back without her. 

Whereupon the king again meditated a long time, but 
as a queen he would have, he ordered his minister to try 
the third princess. '* Perhaps she might in the mean- 
time have changed her mind." So the minister had 
nothing to do but to obey, though he was not much 
inclined, and, moreover, his own wife declared it was 
perfect waste of time. The king awaited his return with 
considerable impatience, for he remembered the ques- 
tion about the Jews*-harp with many misgivings. How- 
ever, the third princess received the minister quite 
affably ; she said it was undoubtedly true, she always 
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had determined never to marry a man who was not 
thorough master of the Jews'-harp. But dreams were, 
after all, mere illusions, particularly the dreams of 
youth. She began to see her aspirations would never 
be realised ; therefore, as the king otherwise pleased her, 
she conseilted to become his wife. 

Away flew the overjoyed minister as fast as four 
horses could take^him.. The king embraced him, and 
graciously conferred on him the grand order of the 
donkey's head with ears, the order to be worn on his 
neck, the ears still higher. Bright flags were hung out 
from every window in the town, and garlands from 
house to house across the streets, and the wedding was 
celebrated in such style that nobody spoke of anything 
else for a fortnight. 

The young king and queen lived in the greatest hap- 
piness a whole year long. The king had quite forgotten 
the gingerbread-nuts, and the queen the Jews*-harp. 

One day, however^ the king got out of bed with the 
left foot first, and everything went wrong. It rained all 
day, the sceptre fell down, and the little cross at the top 
broke sharp off. Then the royal court landscape-painter 
brought a map of the kingdom, and the moment the 
king's eyes fell upon it, he discovered the frontier lines 
had all been painted red instead of blue, as he had 
ordered ; and, last of all, the queen had a headache. 
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So it came to pass that, for the first time, the young 
couple had a quarrel. Why, they really, neither of 
them, could tell the next morning, or, at least, they did 
not choose to recollect The long and the short of it 
was, the king was growling, and the queen snappish and 
determined to have the last word. After they had gone 
on teasing each other a long time, the queen said, with 
a contemptuous shrug of her white shoulders, " I should 
really think you had better hold your tongue and cease 
finding fault with everything. Why, you can't even play 
the Jews*-harp ! " But no sooner had the words escaped 
her than she wished them unsaid, for the king only 
made this stinging answer, " And don't forget you can- 
not make gingerbread-nuts ! " 

For the first time the queen had nothing to say ; and 
both soon withdrew into^their own apartments without 
another word. The queen, once alone, threw herself on 
the cushions of her sofa, and had a good cry. "What a 
goose I have been ! What could I have been thinking 
of to make such a foolish speech } " 

The king, on his side, however, paced up and down, 
rubbing his hands in high glee, exclaiming, " What luck 
for me, my wife can't make gingerbread-nuts ! . I wonder 
what in the world I should have answered when she 
reproached me with not playing the Jews'-harp .? " 
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Ai!id after repeating this three or four times over, he 
became more and more delighted, and began to whistle 
his favourite melody, gazing on the full-length portrait 
of the queen which hung before him. Then he dis- 
covered a spider busy in darkening the queen's charm- 
ing nose ; and, jumping on a chair with a silk handker- 
chief, cried, as he carefully dislodged the insect,' "My 
dear little wife, hasn't she been fretting and crying her 
pretty eyes out ? I think 1 11 just go and see what she 's 
about." 

And, so saying, he opened the door and went out 
into the long gallery, on . which their rooms opeiied. 
But^ as everything had gone wrong on that day, the 
groom bf the chambers had forgotten to light the 
lamps, though it was past eight o'clock and pitch dark, 
so ' the king had to feel his way along the wall ; 
suddenly, he took hold of something soft. 

" Who '3 there ? " asked he. 

** Tis I/' replied the queen. 

" What do you want, my darling .? " 

" I want to ask you to forgive me for hurting your 
feelings so," answered the queen. " You " 

" You need not do that," said the king embracing her. 
" I was more to blame than you, and I have, besides, 
forgotten it all. But I tell you what we will do : we will 
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banish two words from our kingdom, under pain of 

death, and those are, Jews'-harp, and " 

"Gingerbread-nuts," interrupted the queen, laughing 
low, whilst she slily wiped a tear or two from her eyes. 
And so my story ends. 
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V. 

THE WISHING'RING. 

A YOUNG farmer, whose farming did not prosper 
-^^ . particularly well, was sitting resting on his plough 
for a moment as he wiped his brow, when an old witch 
crept up to him and said, " Why do you toil so hard, 
and all for nothing ? Walk straight before you for two 
days, and you will come to a large fir-tree, which stands 
alone, towering over all the other trees of the forest 
If you can but fell it, your fortune is made." 

The farmer did hot wait to be told twice, but, taking 
his axe on his shoulder, started on his way. After 
walking two days, he came to the fir-tree, and immedi- 
ately set to work to fell it. Soon it toppled and crashed 
to the earth, when from the top branches dropped a nest 
containing two eggs. The eggs rolled on the ground 
and broke ; as they broke, forth came a young eaglet 
from one, and a small golden ring from the other. The 
eaglet ^rew visibly, till it reached half the height of a 
man, shook its wings, as if to try them, raised itself from 
the ground, and then cried, " You have released me ! as 
token of my gratitude, take the ring the other egg con- 
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tained — it is a wishing-ring. Turn it on your finger, 
speak your wish aloud, and it will immediately be 
granted. But the ring has only one wish ; when that is 
accomplished, it will lose all power and become no more 
than any other ring. Therefore reflect well on what you 
wish for, so that you may not have to repent afterwards." 

Having sp spoken, the eagle rose high into the air, 
swept, for some time, in wide circles over the farmer's 
head, and then, like an arrow from a bow, shot swiftly 
towards the east. The farmer took the ring, put it on 
his finger, and started homeward. Towards evening he 
reached a town. At the' door of his shop a goldsmith 
stood who had many valuable rings for sale. The 
farmer showed him his ring, and asked him what was 
about the value of it. 

"Mere trumpery," answered the goldsmith. The 
farmer laughed heartily, telling the man it was a wish- 
ing-ring, and of more value than all the rings in his 
shop put together. Now the goldsmith was a false, 
designing man, so he invited the farmer to stay all night 
at his house, saying, " It must bring one good-luck to 
entertain a man who is the possessor of such a precious 
jewel, so pray remain with me." He accordingly enter- 
tained him welljwith plenty of wine and civil words, 
but when he went to sleep at night, he drew his ring 
stealthily from his finger, and put on it instead a com- 
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mon ring quite like it in appearance. The next morn- 
ing the goldsmith could hardly wait, with any degree 
of patience, till the farmer had taken his departure. He 
awoke him in the early dawn, saying, ** You have so 
far to go, you had better start early." As soon as the 
farmer was safe on his journey, the goldsmith went into 
his room, and having shut the shutters that no one 
itiight see, he bolted himself in, and standing in the 
middle of the room, and turning the ring on his finger, 
exclaimed — 

" I wish to have a hundred thousand silver crowns im- 
mediately ! " 

Hardly were the words spoken, when bright five-shill- 
ing pieces began to rain down from the ceiling ; shining 
silver crowns poured down so fast and hard that at last 
they began to beat him unmercifully about the head 
and shoulders and arms. Calling piteously for help, he 
tried to rush to the door, but before he could reach it 
and unbolt it, he fell bleeding to the ground. Still the 
rain of silver crowns did not cease, and soon, under the 
weight of it, the flooring gave way, and the unfortunate 
goldsmith and his money fell down into a deep cellar. 
And still it rained on till the; hundred thousand silver 
crowns were completed, and then the goldsmith lay dead 
in his cellar, with the mass of money upon him. At- 
tracted at last by the noise, the neighbours rushed to 
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the spot, and on finding the goldsmith dead under his 
money, exclaimed, " It really is a great misfortune when 
blessings rain down like cudgels." Then the heirs came 
and divided the spoil. 

Meantime the farmer went happily home, and showed 
the ring to his wife. 

" We shall now never want for anything, dear wife," 
he said ; " our fortune is made. But we mu^ consider 
well what we must wish for." 

The wife had a bright idea ready at hand. 

" Let us wish ourselves some more land," said she ; 
"we have so little. There is just a nice strip which 
stretches into our field. Let us wish for that." 

" That would never be worth while," replied the hus- 
band ; "we have only to work well for a year, and have 
a moderate share of good-luck, and we can buy it for 
ourselves." 

And the man and his wife worked hard for a whole 
year, and the harvest had never been so plentiful as 
that autumn, so they were not only able to buy the strip 
of land, but had money to spare. 

"You see," said the husband, "the land is ours and 
the wish too." 

Then the good wom^n thought it would be a capital 
thing to wish themselves a cow and a horse. 

"Wife," answered the husband, again clinking the 
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surplus money in his pocket; "it would be folly to 
sacrifice our wish for such a trumpery thing. We can 
get the cow and the horse without that." 

And sure enough, in another year's time, the horse 
and the cow had been well earned. So the man rubbed 
his hands cheerfully, and said — 

"Another year has passed, and still the wish is ours, 
and yet we have all we want ; what good-luck we have !" 

The wife, however, began to be very impatient, and 
tried seriously to induce her husband to wish for some- 
thing. 

•* You are not like your old self," she said crossly ; 
"formerly, you were always grumbling and complain- 
ing, and wishing for all sorts of things ; and now, when 
you might have whatever you want, you toil and work 
like a slave, are pleased with everything, and let your 
best years slip by. You might be king, emperor, duke, 
a great rich farmer with loads of money, but no — you 
can't make up your mind what to choose." 

" Pray do cease continually worrying and teasing me," 
cried the farmer ; " we are both of us young, and life is 
long. The ring contains but one wish, and that must 
not be squandered. Who knows what may happen to 
us, when we might really need the ring } Do we want 
for anything now } Since the ring has been ours, have 
we not so risen in the world that all men marvel at us } 
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So do be sensible, and amuse yourself, if you like, by 
thinking what we shall wish for." 

And so the matter was allowed, to rest for the present. 
It really seemed as if the ring brought blessings on the 
house, for barns and granaries grew fuller and fuller 
from year to year ; and in the course of time the poor 
farmer became a rich and prosperous one. He worked 
all day witli his men as if the whole world depended 
upon it; but in the evening, when the vesper bell 
sounded, he was always to be seen sitting, contented and 
well-to-do, at his threshold, to be wished " Good-eVen- 
ing '^ by the passers-by. 

Now and then, when they were quite alone, and 
no one near to hedr, the woman still reminded her 
husband of the ring, and made all sorts of proposi- 
tions to him. He always answered there was , time 
enough to think about it, and that the best ideas 
always occurred to one last. So she gradually fell into 
the way of mentioning it less often, and at last it rarely 
happened that the ring was ever alluded to at all. The 
farmer, it is true, turned the ring on his finger twenty 
times a day and examined it closely, but he took good 
care i>ever to express the slightest wish at the time. 

And so thirty and forty years went by, and the farmer 
and his wife grew old and their hair ^now- white, and still 
the wish remained unspoken. At last it pleased God to 
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show them a great mercy, and He took them to Himself 
both in one night. Children and grandchildren stood 
weeping around the coffins, and as one of them tried to 
withdraw the ring from the dead man's finger, his eldest 
son said — 

*' Let our father take his ring to the grave. There was 
some mystery about it. Probably it was some love- 
token, for our mother often looked at the ring too ; per- 
haps she gave it him when they both were young. 

So the old farmer was buried with the ring which 
should have been a wishing-ring, but was not one, and 
yet had brought as much good-luck to the house as man 
could desire. For it is strange, as regards the true 
and the false, but a bad thing can be turned to better 
account in good hands than a good thing in bad. 
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VI. 

THE GLASS HEART. 

'TPHERE are some people whose hearts are made 
-^ of glass— 4:ouch them lightly and they vibrate 
like silver bells, but roughly handled they break 

Once there was a royal couple who had three daugh- 
ters, and all three had these glass hearts. *' Dear chil- 
dren," said the anxious queen, " take great care of your 
hearts, for they are brittle ware," and accordingly they 
were always most careful of them. One day, however, 
the eldest sister was standing at the window, looking 
down into the garden, watching the bees and butterflies 
as they wandered from flower to flower amongst the lilies 
and roses, when all at once, as she leaned over the sill, 
a sharp report was heard, — her heart was broken, and 
she fell lifeless to the ground. 

Some time after this the second daughter was drink- 
ing a cup of very hot coffee. Suddenly a soft ringing 
sound fell on the ear, and, as with her sister, she likewise 
fell to the ground, but this time not lifeless, for as her 
mother picked her up she saw she was not dead. There 
was only a^ crack through her heart. 
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"What shall we do with our daughter now?" said 
the king to the queen. " It is true her heart is only 
cracked, but cracks increase, and her heart might come 
in two. We must take great care of her." 

But the princess only said, "Leave me to myself, 
cracked glass sometimes lasts the longest" 

In the meantime the youngest daughter grew up so 
fair and so good that princes came flocking in from all 
parts to ask her for their bride. The old king had, how- 
ever, become wise through misfortune, and declared — 

*' I have only one daughter with a whole heart, but it 
is of glass, like her sisters*. If I must give her in 
marriage at all, it shall only be to he who best knows 
how to deal with such brittle ware ; therefore, king's son 
though he must be, he must also be a glazier ! " 

Now it so happened . that amongst all the young 
princes who had come to woo, not one had studied the 
glazier's art, so there was nothing for jthem to do but to 
make their bow and depart 

Amongst the noble pages in the palace was one who 
had almost served his time in that capacity — indeed he 
had only to carry the train of the youngest princess 
three times when he would be declared a nobleman. 
This done, the king congratulated him, and said — 

''Now, having gained your coronet, go your way; 
I am much obliged to you," 
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The first time, however, the young page had borne 
the princess's train he perceived she had indeed a right 
r^gal presence. The second time, she turned to him 
and said — 

" Leave my train for a minute ; give me your hand 
and lead me up this staircase — ^gently and respectfully, 
as it becomes a noble page to lead a king's daughter." 

Then he remarked she had a wondrous small white 
hand. She also remarked something, but what it was 
shall be told by and by. The third and last time, she 
again turned to bim, saying — 

" How well you hold my train ! Nobody has ever 
carried it so well before.'' 

Then he discovered she had a soft, low voice. But 
he had become a nobleman, and the king congratulated 
him and told him he might go. 

And as he went the princess stood at the garden gate 
and whispered — 

" No one ever carried my train like you : if you only 
had been a glazier and a king ! " 

Then he replied he would do all he could tp become 
both, and if she would only wait for him he would cer- 
tainly return. Straight off he went and found a glazier. 

" Glazier," said he, '* do you want an apprentice } " 

''Well, yes," replied the man; "but you must serve 
me four years. The first year you must learn to fetch 
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the bread from the baker, and to wash and dress nay 
children. The second year you must learn to stop 
chinks and crannies with putty ; the third year to cut 
and place the glass, and tlie fourth year you will be a 
master glazier." 

Then he asked the man if it were not possible to 
begin business the other way, as it would go so much 
faster; but he assured him respectable glaziers always 
began from the beginning if they wanted to be first-rate, 
and so he was fain to be satisfied. The first year he 
fetched the bread from the baker, and washed and 
dressed the children ; the second he stopped up all the 
cracks in the neighbours' windows ; the third he learned 
to cut and place the glass ; and finally, the fourth year 
saw him a master glazier. ' 

Then the young nobleman dressed himself again in 
all his fine clothes, took leave of his master, and began 
to consider how he should best manage to become a 
king. As he wandered along, sunk in deep thought, 
his eyes fixed upon the pavement, a man came up and 
asked him if he had lost anything. 

" Lost," he said ; *' I cannot say I have, but I am 
nevertheless looking for something, and that is nothing 
more nor less than a kingdom, and if you can tell me 
how I can become a king, why, I shall feel very much 
obliged to you ! " 
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" Easy enough," replied the stranger ; " if you had 
happened to be a glazier, I could tell you the way to 
become king." 

"But a glazier is just what I am!" exclaimed the 
young man ; *'a master glazier, too ! '' 

The other at once related to him the story of the 
three princesses with the hearts of glass, and how that 
the old king would never marry his daughter to any 
one but a glazier. 

" At first," he said, " the conditions were he must be a 
glazier and a king's son ; but as no one could be found 
with both these qualifications, the old king, like a wise 
man, gave in a little, provided two other conditions were 
fulfilled — a glazier, of course, he must be." 

"And the other two are?" impatiently asked the 
youftg nobleman. 

"That he should please the princess, and have hands 
as delicate and soft as velvet. Should, therefore, a 
glazier be found who has the good-luck to please the 
princess, and at the same time shpuld have delicate, soft 
hands, the king will give him his daughter, and later, 
after his death, he shall be made king. Crowds of 
glaziers have already been to the palace, but the prin- 
cess would not so much as look at one of them. They 
had none of them either soft, delicate hands, but great 
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coarse paws, such as one might expect to belong to the 
generality of glaziers." 

No sooner had he heard all than the young nobleman 
went off to the palace, asked for the king, and told him 
how that he had been his faithful page, and had become 
a glazier for love of the fair princess, adding that he 
should very much like to marry her, and would not at 
all mind becoming king after his death. 

Then the king had the princess sent for, and asked 
her if the youhg nobleman pleased her, and as she re- 
cognised him at once she did not make the least diffi- 
culty on that score ; so there remained but one thing 
more to be done, which was to ask him to draw off his 
gloves and show his hands. But here the princess inter- 
posed. She did not think it necessary, for she knew 
quite well it was all right— Tshe had already remarked 
his hands when he had led her up the staircase. So 
both the conditions were fulfilled. The princess's hus- 
band was a glazier, and in his soft, delicate hands her 
heart was quite safe, and lasted whole and uninjured to^ 
her dying day. 

The second sister, whose heart had so early been 
cracked and half broken, becanie the best of aunts to 
the many children that in time came to bless the union 
of the princess and the young nobleman. She taught 
the little princesses to read and to write, and to make 
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their dolls' clothes ; and she sharply iScrutinised the little 
princes' daily bulletins to see how they behaved. When 
these were really very bad, she would call the offender a 
regular blockhead, and say — 

" Now tell me, you idle prince, what you think will 
become df you if you go on in this way ? Come, now, 
try and find your tongue, and tell me what you think 
you will be when you grow up ? " 

And amidst sobs and tears would come out at last, 
"Ki-ki-ki-ng!" 

"King, indeed! High and mighty King Midias it 
will be then, with two long donkey-ears." 

The one who had the bad report would hang his head 
then, and feel quite ashamed of himself. 

And the princess lived to a good old age, notwith- 
standing her heart was cracked ; and if people ever 
expressed astonishment, she would say — 

" Hejirts injured in their early days, if they do not 
break at once, generally last a long time." 

• And that is quite true with everything. For my 
mother has an old cream-jug — white it is, with little 
bunches of flowers all over it, and a crack right through 
ever since I can remember, and still it holds together, 
whilst I know my mother has bought many new cream- 
jugs that have all been broken directly — so many 
indeed, I could not count them ! 
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VII. 

THE OLD BACHELOR. 

nn^HE churchyard in which thie two little children 
•*• were playing, of whom I am about to tell you, 
lay high up on a green mountain-slope. The village 
to which it belonged was built so,high above the wooded 
valley that the clouds often hid it from the sight as 
the traveller glided past on the blue river beneath. Still 
the churchyard lay higher yet, so that its many black 
crosses seemed to rise up into the very sky. It was 
rather hard work for the people of the village to carry 
their dead up the mountain, for the road lay steep and 
stony till it reached the green slope where the church- 
yard lay. But they did it cheerfully. Mountaineers 
cannot bear .to live in a valley, it seems to them as close 
and uncomfortable as a damp cellar would to us, and 
their dead bear it still less. They must be buried high 
on the tops of the mountains, so that they can look out 
over the country, far away into the valleys where the 
ships sail. 

Quite in the corner of the churchyard was an old 
neglected grave. It was overgrown with weeds and 
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hidden amongst the long grass, where grew here and 
there a few white and blue flowers which nobody had 
planted. For in that grave an old bachelor lay who 
had left behind him neither wife nor child, nor any one 
else to care about him. He had come from foreign 
lands, but whence no one knew. Every morning he had 
been in the habit of climbing to the summit of the 
mountain, sitting there for hours. But he had died 
soon, and was buried. He must certainly have had a 
name, but what it had been no one ever knew, not even 
the gravedigger. In the church register they wrote 
three, crosses, and then *' an old bachelor unknown, died 
on such and such a day, A.D. so and so ; " and that was 
all. 

Now certainly that was rather vague information, 
but the gravedigger's two little children did not mind 
that. They especially loved that old neglected grave 
in the corner of the churchyard, for they were allowed 
to play and trample upon it to their hearts* content, 
whilst they might not touch the other graves. These 
latter were all carefully tended, the grass fresh mown, 
and soft as velvet, with all sorts of beautiful flowers 
blooming upon them. The gravedigger had to water 
these every day, and fetch up water from the village 
well. On some of the graves there lay also wreaths and 
coloured ribbons. 
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" Katey," said the little boy who was kneeling before 
the neglected grave, looking with great satisfaction at a 
hole he had dug in the side of it with his little hands — 
"Katey, our house is ready, I have paved it with coloured 
pebbles and strewn it with flowers. Now, FU be father 
and you shall be mother! — Good-morning, mother ; how 
are the children ? " 

• " Hans," replied the little girl, *' don't be in such a 
hurry, I have no children yet ; just wait a minute and 
rU fetch some directly." And away she ran amongst 
the graves and rushes, and returned with both hands . 
full of snails. 

" Now, father, I have seven children, seven beautiful 
snail children." 

"Then let us put them to bed directly, for it is very 
late." 

They gathered green leaves and laid them in the hole, 
then they placed the snails upon them and covered each 
with another green leaf. 

" Now you be quiet, Hans ; I must sing fny children 
to sleep ; I must do that all by myself. Fathers never 
sing, so you can go about your work the while." 

So Hans ran away, and Katey sang in a soft low 
voice — 

" * How many children have you, Mrs Snail ? ' 
' Seven children have I, 
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Each one carries his house on his tail 

And crawls right merrily. 
Sleep, my babies, soundly sleep, 
I, your mother, the vigil will keep. ' " 

But one of the leaves began to move, and a snail 
poked out its small horned head from under it. The 
little girl tapped it gently on the back with her finger, 
saying, " Take care, Gussy ; you are always the 
naughtiest. Why, it was only this morning you would 
not have your hair brushed. Get into bed again this 
minute ;" and she went on singing — 

" * Sleep, my babies, soundly sleep, 

I, your mother, the vigil will keep. 
My seven children are all of them good. 

They to heaven will go ; 
They never are naughty, loud, or rude, 

I could not bear them so. 
Sleep, my babies, soundly sleep, 
I, your mother, the vigil will keep. 

*' * When human children are sleeping and smile. 

The angefls, they say, are by ; 
Their limbs lie closely packed under the pile, 

While the angels around them fly. 
Sleep, my babies, soundly sleep, 
I, your mother, the vigil will keep. 

Lie closely within your coseline nest, 

My babies so soft and pink and white. 
Who knows but the angels are watching your rest? 

All nature is full of delight. 
Sleep, my babies, soundly sleep, 
I, your mother, the vigil will keep.' " 

^Vhen she had ceased singing, the seven snails had 
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fallen asleep ; at any rate, they lay there quite still, and 
as Hans had not yet returned, the little girl ran about 
the churchyard, looking for more snails. She collected 
a number in her pinafore, and came back with them to 
the grave. Hans was sitting there waiting for her. 

"Father,'' she called out to him, "I have got a 
hundred more children." 

" Nonsense, wife," said the little boy ; " a hundred 
children are too many. We have only one dolFs plate 
and two dolls' spoons. How are the children to eat ? 
Besides, no mother has a hundred children. Why, there 
are not even a hundred names, so how can we christen 
them all ? Throw them away again." 

" No, Hans ; it's very nice to have a hundred children. 
I want them all." 

In the meantime the gravedigger's young wife had 
come with two huge slices of bread-and-butter, for it was 
time for supper; she kissed both the children, lifted 
them up, and seated th«m on the grave, saying, " Take 
care not to spoil your new pinafores." And they sat 
there eating, as quiet as mice. 

Now the olc! bachelor in his lonely grave had heard 
all that passed, for it is a time-honoured tradition that 
the dead hear everything that is spoken on their graves. 
He thought of the time when he had been a little boy. 
Then he had known a little girl, and they had run about 
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and built houses together, and had played at husband 
and wife. And then he thought of a later time when 
the little girl had grown up and he had. seen her again. 
But he had never met her in after-years, for he had gone 
his own ways, which could not have been very pleasant 
ways, for the more the children chattered on his grave, 
the more sorrowful he became. He began to weep, and 
when the gravedigger's wife placed the children on his 
grave, and they sat just upon his breast, he wept most 
bitterly. He tried to stretch out his arms, for it seemed 
to him he must press the children to his heart ; but he 
could not do so, for did not six feet of earth lie on him ? 
And six feet of earth are very heavy ; so he wept still 
more, and long after the gravedigger^s wife had fetched 
away the children to bed, he was weeping still. 

When the gravedigger passed through the churchyard 
the next morning,' he was surprised to see a spring of 
water flowing out of the old neglected grave. Its source 
was the tears which the old bachelor had shed. Slowly 
it trickled, sparkling down the mound, and came just 
out of the hole where the two children had dug their 
house. The gravedigger was delighted, for now he 
would not have to fetch the water up the steep path 
from the village to water his flowers. He dug a proper 
bed for the little stream, and hemmed it in with large 
stones. From that day, he watered all the graves in 
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the churchyard from the new spring, and the flowers 
bloomed and grew better than ever. Only the old 
bachelor's grave he never watered, for was it not an old 
neglected grave that nobody cared about ? In spite of 
this neglect, the wild mountain flowers grew on it more 
^ luxuriantly than on any other spot ; and the children 
sat often by the stream making their little mud-pies, 
and swimming their paper boats. 
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VIII. 

SEPP'S COURTSHIP. 

" npO-DAY is our Statute Fair," said an old peasant 
-*- woman who had been laid up with the gout nigh 
upon five years, as she raised herself with difficulty 
and tied with trembling hands a handkerchief round her 
head. After taking it on and off many times, she suc- 
ceeded in tying a bow in the middle of her forehead, 
which stood out like, the wings of a windmill, and then 
she again repeated ** To-day is our Statute Fair, Sepp ; 
and you'll have to go alone to the dance this evening, as 
you did last year, and the year before, and always will, 
I verily believe 1 Didn't you promise me faithfully to 
take a wife this year ! But I suppose it's no use ! you 
won't marry in my day — no, nor after me neither. Ah ! 
if your poor father had lived to see such a thing ! Do 
you want to be for ever an old bachelor ? Don't you 
know what all the girls sing ? 

" * CKpper, clapper, bachelor old, 
Get to the forest and think of the cold ; 
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Think of the winter, how soon 'twill be here, 
All you can muster your cottage to cheer. 
Wood that makes ashes, and wood that makes soot, 
Cut from the stock, or dug up by the root > 
Get you a plenty, but mark what you choose, 
And see you don't take what the beggars refuse.' " 



The son timidly answered he really did not know 
which to choose, for all the girls in the village pleased 
him equally well. 

"Go into the village, then," said his mother, "and look 
about amongst the girls you think will suit you, and 
come back and tell me what you found them doing." 
And Sepp went accordingly. 

" Well," cried his mother when he returned, '* how did 
it fare with you ? Where have you been ? " 

" I went first to Ursula ; she had just come home from 
church, with such a fine dress on, and a pair of new 
earrings." 

The mother sighed, and said, " The nearer to church 
the farther from God! The miller doesn't hear the 
noise of his mill ! Where, then, did you go ? " 

"To Kate, mother." 

" And what was she about ? " 

" Oh, she was in the kitchen, rattling about the pots 
and pans." 

" How did they look ? " 
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"Quite black!" 
" And her fingers ? " 
"Quite white!" 

"Slatternly and greedy," muttered the mother, and 
then sang — 

" ' Slipper, slapper, dainty and fine, 
Tkinks of herself, not your dinner and wine ; 
Thiilks of herself, not the children and cattle, 
Loves her fine dresses and much tittle-tattle. 
Look at her twice, and mark what you choose, 
And see you don't take whai the beggars refiise.' 

Have naught to say to her, Sepp ! " 

"After that I went to Barbara. She was sitting in 
the garden making three wreaths, one of violets, one of 
roses, and one of pinks. She asked me which she should 
wear to-day at the fair." 

The mother was silent for a^ while, then she sang — 

"*A groom dressed in silver, a bride dressed in gold, 

The wedding-day over, the story is told ; 

The silver and gold turn to copper apace, 

And woe, hard as iron, maps ever^ face. 
' So look at her twice, and mark what you choose, 

And see you don't take what the beggars refiise.* • 

Well, what farther, my son ? "' 

" The fourth visit was to Madge \ she was standing at 
the street door, giving bread to the poor." 
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But the mother still shook her head, and said, " To- 
day she does what she wishes people to see-^another 
day she may perchance do something she would like to 
hide. This morning she was standing before the door. 
This evening, perhaps, she will be hiding behind it. 
When the farmer comes into his field at midday, it is 
only the lazy mower who jumps up and begins to mow 
— the industrious ones remain taking their noontide 
rest. Sepp, I would rather you never married at all 
than take her for your wife! Did you go nowhere 
else?'' ' 

" Yes, I went lastly to Mary." 

" And what was she about } " 

" Why, nothing at all, mother I " 

"Nothing! she must have been doing something," 
persisted the old woman. " She couldn't be doing no- 
thing." 

" She certainly was doing nothing I could see," an- 
swered her son. " Absolutely nothing — ^take my word 
for it!'' 

" Then choose you Mary, my boy ; those girls make 
the best wives who never do anything the lads can talk 
of." 

So Sepp married Mary, and was supremely happy ; 
and he said afterwards to his mother, "Mother, your 
adyice was very sound advice. 
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" 'There is Ursula d^ty, and Kate, who so fine ? 
And Barbara thinking by gold to outshine ; 
There 's Madge, and who like her t all so proud and so airy, 
But weighed all together, not worth half my Mary. 
So I 'm glad I looked twice to mark what to choose. 
And I find I have won what no lord would refuse."* 

I could tell you a great deal more about her if I liked, 
but I '11 leave it for another time. 
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IX. 

HEINO IN THE MARSH. 

"/^^UR son is a great sportsman," said the old king; 
^^ " every day he is off to the forest with his gun 
over his shoulder : but he never brings back any game. 
He gives all he kills to the poor — tender-hearted boy as 
he is.'' 

So said the old king to the queen : only the deer in 
the forest knew better. They had not the least fear of 
Heino or his gun ; for they had been long acquainted 
with both, and were perfectly sure neither would do 
them the slightest harm. He rode straight through the 
forest till he came to the end, where stood a charming 
little cottage, with windows and doors half smothered 
in honeysuckle and rbses. At the door of this little 
cottage stood Blue-eyes. As soon as the king's son was 
in sight, her whole face lighted up with delight, and her 
blue eyes shone out like two bright stars. Heino still 
went shooting, and still he never brought anything 
home ; and moreover he never would allow anybody to 
shoot with him, but always insisted upon riding into the 
forest alone — unless the king accompanied him, when. 
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strange to say, his aim never brought down a single 

head of game. The king could not help thinking, at 

last, that there was something Very extraordinary in the 

prince's great taste for such very peculiar sport, and 

shrewdly suspected there must, be some other attraction. 

So he gave orders to one of his grooms to follow Heino 

into the forest, and all was discovered. The king was 

furious, for Heino was an only son, and he had long 

made up his mind that he should marry the da^ughter 

of some powerful king. He therefore called two of his 

huntsmen, and* showing them a lump of gold as big as 

his head, promised to give it to them if they would 

make away with Blue-eyes. 

But it so happened that Blue-eyes had a snowwhite- 

dove, which used to perch on t6e highest ttee in the 

forest, and watch the palace ; so that the moment Heino 

mounted his horse to ride to Blue-eyes, the dove would 

fly off before him and strike her wings against the 

cottage window, softly cooing — 

** But for rustling through the leaves, 
But for tramp of horse's hoof, 
Stealthily as midnight thieves, 

Come, sweet prince, to Clycops' roof;" 

and then Blue-eyes would come and stand at the door, 
and wait for Heino. 

As soon as the dove saw the two huntsmen creeping 
in the evening towards the forest, she suspected all was 
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not right, and iBew off to the palace, tapped gently at 
Heino's Avindow, and told him all she had seen. Breath- 
less he Mashed out into the forest, and reached the 
cottage, just as the two huntsmen, having bound Blue- 
eyes hands artd feet, were consulting together how best 
to despatch her. With one blow he cut off their heads, 
and carried them home and laid them down at his 
father's bedroom do6r. The old king could not sleep all 
pight for the sighs and groans outside his door, and as 
sooti as it was light, got up to see what it could be; 
and there he found the heads of his two faithful Jiunts- 
men, and between them a letter from Heino, declaring 
he had left father and mother for ever, and would be 
found at Blue-eyes' cottage, sitting on the doorstep, with 
his drawn sword on his knee, ready to cut off the head 
of any one who approached to harm his betrothed wife 
— yes, were it even the king himself. 

The old king stood aghast as he read the letter, and 
went at once and told the queen all that had happened. 
She laughed outright when he came to the part about 
killing Blue-eyes, 

" How could you make such a blunder I But you 
men are always for killing. Bend or break, that is your 
motto : you spoil everything you undertake or meddle 
with. Now there's just a case in point to-day. The 
lady-in-waiting in the laundry has just brought me six 
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of your new shirt-collars with never a string to the 
whole six ; and where are they, if you please ? just torn 
off, and thrown aside, because your majesty managed to 
pull them into a knot and had not the patience to undo 
it. Heino is every bit as bad as his royal father ; and 
then I am expected to put things right again." 

" Well, well," said the king, who felt the queen was 
right, especially about the collars, " don't, scold so — 
that won't mend matters. What is to be done ? *' 

The queen lay tossing on her pillow all night think- 
ing. At last wheii day dawned she went into the 
garden, and dug up a plant with poisonous black ber- 
ries. Then she took it into the forest, and planted if 
just in the path Heino would be sure to take; and re- 
turning to the king in great glee, she said, " I have just 
put a little shrub in his way, which bears a crimson 
flower, and whoever plucks this flower loses all memory 
of his old love. We shall soon hear no more of Blue-eyes." 

The next morning, as Heino went through the forest 
as. usual, the plant stood upright in his way, with a 
brilliant red blossom growing on its branches shining 
out in the scorching rays of the sun with such an over- 
powering perfume that he almost fainted away as he 
gazed on it. Strange to say, although the dew had 
fallen heavily, that night, both plant and flower were 
quite dry. " How *s this ?" he said — 
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** Strange shrub and flower which dry remain 
'Mid rising dew and falling rain." 

And the flower, gracefully bending its* head, replied — 

** A shrub and flower which none can find 
But proud king's son with prouder mind" 

And again he asked — 

'* What if I tear thee branch and root, 
Or crush thee with this angry foot ? " 

And the flower made answer — 

" Still shall I bloom, and sweeter far ; 
Me, prince can neither make nor mar." 

He could stand it no longer, but seizing the blossom, 
turned round and went quietly back to the palace, where 
his parents were anxiously awaiting him. 

And all remembrance of his old love had faded from 
his mind. 

As soon as the queen saw him coming, and spied the 
red blossom in his doublet, she knew all had succeeded 
as she wished, and called out to the king, who immedi- 
ately went to meet his son, accompanied by a knight 
bearing before him a golden helmet, and bright shining 
golden armour. " I am old and feeble," said the king ; 
"go and see the world, and in two years come back 
again, and this kingdom shall be yours." And he went 
his way rejoicing. 

Poor Blue-eyes, when she found Heino never returned 
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to her, soon understood she was forsaken. But every 
morning she sent forth her snow-white dove to look 
round the world and find Heino, and bring her word 
how it fared with him. 

" Has he left his home, 
Round the world to roam ? " 

And the dove cooed — 

" Through the world he goes, 
Plucking many a rose ; 
The thorn he has left to thee. 
Love— Faith — 
Forgotten ! forgotten ! 
Through wine and revelry ! " 

Thus two years passed away, when one evening the 
dove came home with a speck of blood upon her wing. 
Blue-eyes asked as usual — 

** Has he left his home. 
Through the world to roam ? " 

But, seeing the speck of blood, she cried out in sore dis- 
tress, " Is he dead 1 " 

" Would that ye had died 
Together, side by side.*' 

Murmured the dove — 



"Now he sinks, betrayed 
By the light he made. 
Through the moor .splashing. 
Headlong onward dashing, 
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Dreaming of his fair one^s charms, 
In fancy hastening to her arms, 
Where the rushes grow, — 
He sinks where none shall know.'* 

Then Blue-eyes bade the dove fly to her shoulder, and 
they set out on their way to find Heino, the dove guid- 
ing her steps as they went along. And so they travelled 
three days, till at last they reached the marsh where 
Heino lay, bewitched, tired, and exhausted ; she sat her- 
self down on the edge of the dreary waste and waited 
till evening came. Hour after hour passed, and night 
drew on, and the sky darkened as the clouds chased each 
other, and the rain began to fall in big drops and rattle 
amongst the low alder bushes. Soon here and there the 
small blue flames began to dance, and gathering her gar- 
ments closely around her, sh6 stepped resolutely down 
amongst the rushes, with her large eyes fixed calmly on 
the whirling Will-o*-the-wisps. The way was weary, for 
every moment she sank up to her ankles in water, and 
the wind blew her golden hair blindingly across her eyes, 
so that she had to rest and tie it up into a thick knot at 
the back of her head, whilst the rain poured down her 
neck and shoulders in torrents. 

And deeper and deeper grew the marsh, and darker 
the night, as the blue flames seemed to start up and 
mockv her at every step. Sometimes they seemed to 
stand quite still, and sometimes to advance as if to meet 
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her, so that she hastened on hoping soon to come up with 
them, when th^y would hover back again to the very 
middle of the marsh, or sink into the earth at her very 
feet, to reappear perhaps at the most distant point her 
eyes could see. 

Blue-eyes was now sinking deeper and deeper into 
the water, which almost reached her knees, and it soon- 
became impossible to advance more than a step at a time 
without resting. 

Suddenly the storm cleared, the rain ceased, and the 
pale watery moon rose above the dark bank of clouds, 
casting its faint rays over a vast pool of black, stagnant 
water, in the midst of which stood the Enchanted Palace 
of the queen of the Will-o'-the-wisps. White marble 
steps led up from the death-like waters into a large open 
hall, whose roof was supported by pillars of blue and 
green crystal, with glittering golden capitals. In and 
out danced crowds of Will-o'-the-wisps, in mad confusion, 
whirling round a bright blue flame, which shone out 
brilliantly in the centre. All at once the crowd opened, 
and gave place to two bands of Will-o*-the-wisps, who 
rushed wildly down the palace steps. One band re- 
mained stationary close to the foot of the landing-place, 
whilst the other swept swiftly on, till to Blue-eyes' won- 
dering gaze appeared twelve lovely, but deadly pale, 
young maidens. Each fair head was bound by a golden 
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diadem, in the front of which was a tiny shell, in which 
flickered a deep blue flame. In wildest dance they en- 
circled Blue-eyes, chanting out, as music of bewitching 
sweetness was wafted through the air — 

" To our ranks, 
To our ranks, 
Sweet sister Clycops, come ; 
In our palace. 
In our palace, 
Is thy lover^s home. 
Impatient he awaits thy coming, 
Cease for ever from this roaming ; 
Forget what thou hast loved on eaisth. 
And rest thee here *mid feast and mirth," 

But Blue-eyes looked at the spirits with her large clear 
eyes, and said, calmly and unhesitatingly — 

** Ye have no power over me, none. Whether I leave 
this marsh dead or alive, One above alone knows ; but 
if I die, ye shall never have dominion over me." 

The fair pale maidens danced back into the marsh, 
in every direction, and the second band of Will-o'-the- 
wisps, who had whiled away the time in waltzing before 
the palace steps, advanced towards her. These were 
twelve beautiful youths, deadly pale, with the same 
flickering blue light on their foreheads. Forming a 
complete circle round Blue-eyes, they began to dance, 
waving their white arms alternately over their heads, 
and pointing back at the palace behind them. One 
seemed to try and break the circle, and once or twice 
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came so close to Blue-eyes he almost touched her. To 
her horror she discovered it was Heino! She felt as 
though a dagger had been thrust into her heart, and 
with a great and bitter cry she exclaimed — 

" Heino, Heino ! The Lord have mercy on you, in 
this your direst need ! " 

Hardly had the words escaped her lips, when a mighty 
wind arose and swept over the marsh, extinguishing all 
the lights. The still surface of the pool was stirred 
by little black wavelets, which broke at the foot of the 
marble steps of the palace. Then the palace sank ' 
slowly down, without a sound, into the deep, and in its 
place stood four posts of rotten wood, and the ruins of 
an old fishing-hut. Before Blue-eyes, however, stood 
Heino, sunk, it is true, to his very middle in the mire, 
but alive, only very pale and miserable. His hair hung 
lank over his forehead, and helmet and armour were 
covered with rust. 

*' Is it you. Blue-eyes ? " he asked sadly. 

" Yes, Heino, it is I." 

" Leave me," he replied ; " I am a lost man." 

But she only gave him her hand, and cheered him up ; 
and he tried to take a step or two forwards, but he could 
not, and only sighed — 

** Clycops, I sink, I perish, 
Leaving all I cherish ! " 
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But she held him the faster, saying — 

** No, no, thou sinkest not — 
Of love's magic power thou thmkest not ; 
Hold fast by me, 
I can set thee free." 

And so she held him step by step, though he stopped 
now and then in despair, repeating — 

" Clycops, I sink, I perish, 
Leaving all I cherish ! " 

And ever she cheered hifn on with the words — 

" No, no, thou sinkest not — 
Of love's magic power thou thinkest not ; 
Hold fast by me, 
I can set thee free." 

At last, after endless struggles, she succeeded in 
getting him within sight of the borders of the marsh, 
and the road which led out of the dreary waste lay 
stretched before them. 

' Heino exclaimed, ** Blue-eyes, I can go no further. 
You go back home and kiss my mother. You will 
easily escape out of this marsh, for you are so light, 
you hardly sink in at all, whilst I am so deep in, it 
reaches to my very heart." Thereupon he turned round 
and looked regretfully towards the spot where the 
palace had stood. 

"Don't look back," cried Blue-eyes anxiously; but 
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hardly had she uttered the words when from the middle of 
the marsh came a blue flame flickering down upon them 
both. Swifter and Wifter it sped till the queen of the 
Will-o'-the-wisps stood before them, her head crowned 
with water-lilies and a diadem of a living golden serpent 
wreathed amongst her hair, with glowing eyes which 
seemed to look Heino through and through ; she placed 
her small white hand on his shoulder and softly pleaded, 
" Come back, Heino," and Heino stood irresolute be- 
tween them. But in one instant Blue-eyes drew Heino's 
sword from his side, flashing it before the queen's eyes. 

"Silly child," laughed she, "I am neither flesh nor 
blood ! " and seizing Heino's right hand she drew him 
towards her, till her dark hair almost blinded him. 

Blue-eyes, with one cry of despair, exclaimed, 
" Wretched being ! though you be not human, I still will " 
save him; " and lifting the sword high above her head, and 
crying, " Heino, Heino, it will not pain you much," with 
one blow she severed his hand at the wrist, thus freeing 
him from the clutches of the queen. The blue flame 
died out from the queen's forehead, and she herself faded 
back into the mist. The white dove, which until now 
had sat on Blue-eyes' shoulder, flew from her to 
Heino. 

" Heino ! Heino ! thou art free," cried Blue-eyes as she 
stood beside him. " Come, we are not far from the high 
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road. See it lies straight before us; one more effort, 
and we are safe. You do not sink half so deep now 1 " 

And they went on farther, though every now and then 
Heino halted, crying — 

** Blue-eyes, my arm bums sore." 

But she replied ever — 

** Heino sweet, it pains me more." 

The last few yards she was almost forced to carry him ; 
and as he t9ok the last step which brought them out of 
the swamp, he fell powerless on the bank, and soon sank 
into a deep sleep. Then she took her veil and binding 
it round his wounded arm, she drew»the ring he had given 
her at their betrothal from her finger, and placing it on 
his left hand went on her homeward way. 

As soon as she arrived she asked for an audience of 
the old king. Looking him full in the face with her 
large fearless blue eyes, she said, ** I have saved your son, 
he will soon return to you. Farewell, you shall never 
see me more." 

Then the old king drew her to his heart, and answered, 
" Blue-eyes, my daughter, thy brow can wear a crown 
with a prouder mien than a king's child. If thou cai^st 
pardon him and consent to become the wife of a one- 
handed man thou shalt be his queen, as long as ye both 
shall live." As he said these words the doors flew open 
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and Heino rushed in and clasped Blue-eyes in his 
arms. 

Then was great rejoicing in the land, and every one 
came to see the maiden who had saved the king's son. 

And as they stood before the altar, when Heino had 
to give his right hand, he forgot it was gone, and 
stretched out the stump, when, behold a wonder ! as the 
priest touched it a new hand grew out as a white flower 
on a brown stalk, only round the wrist ran a tiny mark 
like a crimson thread ; and that mark he kept his whole 
life through. 
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X. 

THE UNLUCKY DOG AND FORTUNES 
FA VOURITE. 

T N the little town near which I live, there resided, once 
-*" upon a time, a young man with whom everything 
went wrong. His father was called the Unlucky Dog, 
and so he came also to be known by the same name. 

Both father and mother had died early, and left him 
to the care of a hard-favoured, angular old aunt, who 
brought him up by giving him a good flogging regularly 
every time she came from church ; and, as she went to 
church every day, so every day the poor boy had his 
flogging, '^he poor little fellow really was very unlucky, 
for if he happened to be sent to fetch a glass, he was 
sure toilet it fall, and when he tried to pick up the 
pieces he was certain to cut his fingers. And it was 
just the same in everything. To be sure the old aunt 
died at last, and he planted so many shrubs and bushes 
round hergrave, that one really was inclined to think 
he had tried to plant all the sticks she had broken across 
his shoulders. Nevertheless, with this exception, his 
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unlucky star seemed to grow brighter every year. At 
last he became so miserably unhappy, that he deter- 
mined upon seeing the world ; " for/' said he, *' worse it 
never can be, and perhaps it may be better." 

So putting all his fortune into his pocket, he wandered 
away out through the gates of the town. Now just 
outside stood a stone bridge, over which he had to pass. 
Here he rested a little, and, leaning against the parapet, 
he watched the tiny waves as they beat themselves into 
foam against the arches, and something felt very heavy 
about his heart, and he almost began to think he was 
very foolish to leave the town in which he had lived so 
many years ; and so, perhaps, he would have stood 
thinking for long, if a sudden gust of wind had not 
seized his hat and blown it into the river beneath ; then 
he awoke from his dreams, but his hat was already under 
the bridge, and dancing off into the middle of the stream, 
Each time as it rose on the crest of the wave it seemed 
to mock him and say, "Adieu, Unlucky Dog, I'm off: 
you stay at home, if you like." 

So, Unlucky Dog, without his hat, trudged forth on 
his travels. Many a joyous band of comrades could he 
have joined, but when he was asked to be of the party, 
he only shook his head and said, " No, no, I should 
bring you bad luck ; besides which, I am called Unlucky 
Dog." No sooner had they heard the name, than the 
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merry men looked sad and puzzled, and soon made off 
as fast as their feet could carry them. Often, late and 
tired, he would come to some wayside inn, and sit him- 
self down in the farthest corner he could find, with his 
head on his hand, and his supper untouched before him. 
Then, sometimes, the landlord's pretty daughter, giving 
him a quiet tap on the shoulder, which would start him 
half off his chair, would ask him what was the matter, he 
looked so dull. No sooner had he told his story, perhaps 
only mentioned his name, than gently shaking her head 
the damsel quietly went back to her spinnine^-wheel, and 
left him to his own thoughts. 

, After Unlucky Dog had wandered about for many 
weeks in this unsatisfactory manner, without well know- 
ing where he was going to, he came at length one day 
to a beautiful large garden, which had a golden railing 
all round it. Through these railings he saw large 
clumps of trees and graceful shrubs, and smoothly shaven 
lawns and a sparkling stream, spanned by light and airy 
bridges, which led to alleys of enchanting beauty. Tame 
deer and timid fawns roamed over the glittering amber 
paths, and came stretching their pretty brown soft necks 
through the rails, in search of a hand to caress them 
and give them bread. In the midst of the garden, 
embedded in trees, stood a grand old castle, whose silver 
tiles glistened in the sunbeams, whilst from the towers 
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hung flags and banners as on a gala day. Creeping 
along outside the railing, Unlucky Dog at length came 
to a gateway, which jstood wide open, and from whence 
a shady avenue led straight up to /the castle door. In 
the garden all was silent, not a soul was to be seen or 
heard. At the gate hung a tablet. "Ah, ah," thought 
our traveller, " as usual ; if by chance one comes upon 
some pleasant shady spot with the gate wide open in- 
viting one in, so sure will there be a notice to let you 
know you will be prosecuted if you venture to intrude!" 
However, to his amazement, he found he was wrong this 
time, for on the board was written nothing but, " Tears 
are forbidden here." "What a silly announcement ! " he 
cried, pulling out his handkerchief, and giving his eyes 
a hasty rub, for he was hot quite sure that perhaps half 
a tear might not still remain from the olden days. 
After this he stepped boldly through the gate ; but the 
broad road leading straight to the castle rather scared 
him, so he betook himself to a narrow footpath between 
hedges of roses and jasmine. Following this for a short 
time, he came to a little plantation, from whence many 
winding paths led ta a slight eminence, on the summit 
of which, amongst lilies and roses, sat a lovely maiden. 
On her lap she held a golden crown, upon which she 
gently breathed, polishing it with her silken scarf until it 
shone again ; when, loudly clapping her tiny hands, she 
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stroked back her long shining hair and placed her crown 
upon her head. At the sight of this, Unlucky Dog felt 
such a strange sensation, he was like to die of fright. 
His heart beat loud as if it would burst, and springing 
aside he hid himself among the bushes. But, as ill luck 
would have it, his refuge was a barbery bush, a twig of 
which came right across his face, and as the wind wafted 
it to and fro, a little thorn just lightly touched the tip of 
his nose, causing him to give a loud sneeze. Startled in 
her turn, the maiden with the crown turned round and 
saw Unlucky Dog crouching under the bushes. 

"Why do you hide there?" she cried; "you won't 
hurt me ; or, do I frighten you?" * 

At this, Unlucky Dog, trembling like an aspen leaf, 
came from behind his bushes. 

"Ah! 1 see there's no danger," she laughed; "come 
here and sit down; all my playmates have run away 
and left me alone. Perhaps you can tell me a pretty 
story — something to make me laugh, it must be. But 
how dull you look ! what is the matter ? I declare if 
you had not that sad face, you would be quite hand- 
some." 

** If you really wish it, I will obey you. But, who are 
you ? I never in all my life saw anything half so fair." 

" I ? oh, I am Princess Fortuna, called 'The Favourite 
of Fortune,' and this is my father's garden." 



Digitized 



by Google 



no Fantastic Stories. 

"And what are you doing here, all alone ? " 

"I feed my fawns and my deer, and polish my 
crown." 

"And after that?" 

" I feed my goldfish." 

" And when that 's done ? " 

" Then my playmates corpe, and we laugh, and sing, 
and dance." 

" Oh ! what a happy life you lead ! and is that every 
' day?" 

"Yes, every day. But now you tell me what your 
name is, and who you are." 

"Oh, lovely princess, ask me not. I am the most 
unfortunate of men, and have the worst of names." 

" Fie ! " said she, " an ugly name is a bad thing. In 
my father's domain, there is a man called Waddleduck, 
and another called Fatface. I am sure your name 
can't be as bad as that ? " 

" J*Io," he said, sadly, " my name is neither Waddle- 
duck nor Fatface, but I am called Unlucky Dog ! " 

" Unlucky Dog ! Why it *s enough to make one die 
of laughing ! But can you find no other name ? Let 
me see, I will think of a pretty one for you, and ask 
my father to allow you to change yours — my father can 
do anything he likes, for he is a king ! — but only on one 
condition, you must put on a happy, merry look. Now 
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then, begin by taking your hand from your face, and 
leave off rubbing that nose of yours : you really have 
quite a pretty nose, if you would leave it alone. Shake 
back your hair f;'om your forehead. There ! now you 
look a little more like a sensible being. And now tell 
me what makes you so miserably unhappy. I am 
always happy, and everybody who talks to me is happy 
too : you are the only person who isn't." 

"Why am I unhappy .^^ Why I have been wretched 
all my life long: nothing but bad luck. You are always 
merry, you say; how do you manage that?" 

"Well, you must know that I have a fairy god- 
mother, to whom my father once did some good service. 
When I was christened she took me in her arms, and 
kissing me on the forehead said, * Thou, little one, shalt 
be ever happy, and make everj'- one happy around thee: 
even the most unhappy creature in the world shall for- 
get his misery in looking on thee. Fortune, the Favour- 
ite of Fortune, shall be thy name.' I don't suppose any 
fairy kissed you } " 

** No, no, never," he hastily replied. 

Whereupon the princess became silent and thought- 
ful ; then, raising her dark blue eyes, looked at him in 
such deep pity that an icy shiver seemed to steal through 
his veins. Then she said again, " I wonder whether it 
must always be a fairy godmother, or if a princess 
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would do as well, — a princess is somebody. There now, 
come here, kneel down — so — you are too tall for me ; " 
and thus saying she stepped lightly before him and 
kissed him gently on the forehead, and then ran laugh- 
ing away. 

Before Unlucky Dog had well recovered himself she 
had disappeared. Slowly he rose. It was as if he had 
been dreaming, and yet he felt he had not been dream- 
ing; for a wondrous joyful feeling was taking possession 
of his heart. " If I only had my hat," he said, " I would 
toss it into the air for joy ; perhaps it would begin to 
warble and fly off like a lark ; so queer I feel, I declare. 
Why I think I must be happy 1 Well that would be 
extraordinary, to be sure ! " so saying he gathered him- 
self a famous nosegay, and humming a merry lively song, 
he went on gaily on his journey along the dusty road. 

No sooner had he reached the next town, than he 
bought himself a fine suit of crimson velvet, slashed with 
white satin, and a crimson velvet cap with a long white 
feather, and as he gazed at himself in the mirror, he ex- 
claimed, " Ah, ah ! Unlucky Dog they call me ; we shall 
see if I can't find another name yet, and the oldest and 
best, or I'll have none of it." Then jumping on a 
spirited charger, and pricking its sides till it danced 
along, he thus continued his journey. 

Meanwhile, Princess Fortuna, after she gave her kiss, 
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ran and ran, then she went slower and slower, and at 
last she sank on a bench not far from the castle and 
wept bitterly. And when hetr playmates came back 
she was weeping still ; they tried to comfort her, but in 
vain. Then away they rah to the king in despair. 
" For goodness sake, sir king— a misfortune to the whole 
country — Princess Fortuna sits sobbing in the garden, 
and nobody can pacify her." 

When the king heard this he became quite pale 
with fright, and, springing down the steps of his throne, 
rushed madly into the garden ; and there sat the weep- 
ing princess, with her crown on her lap so covered with 
tears that it shone in the sun as if it had been set with 
diamonds. 

The king clasped his daughter in his arms, and tried 
all he could to soothe her, but she sobbed on the more. 
He led her to the castle, and commanded everything 
rare and beautiful to be brought to her that the country 
produced ; but of no avail : she remained inconsolable. 
To all his questions as to what dreadful heartache had 
come to her, she answered never a word. But the king 
persisted, and at last she could withstand him no longer, 
and told him how she was one day sitting in the garden, 
when a young man came in with such a melancholy face 
she was obliged to kiss him, and see if that would per- 
haps make him a little less sad. 
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" Can it be ? " cried the king, clasping his hands over 
his head in despair — " a stranger ! a wanderer ! perhaps a 
day-laboMrer, with ragged clothes ; to say nothing about 
his hat ! No, it is impossible 1 " 

" I felt so sorry for hinL" 

"A pretty reason for a princess, indeed! To go 
and kiss a nobody like that U^nlucky Dog, indeed. 
No, that man I must find; and having found him — 
off* with his head! That is the least punishment he 
deserves." 

Thereupon the king ordered out his cavalry to scour 
the country in every direction and hunt up poor Unlucky 
Dog. " If you find a stripling, who looks as if the mice 
had eaten up all his corn — without a hat — that is your 
man. Dead or alive, bring him here." And away flew 
the cavalry like chaff before the wind, scattered all over 
the land. Many of them passed Unlucky Dog himself, 
proudly prancing on his steed in his gay bright clothes ; 
but they did not recognise him by the description, so 
they returned to the castle to the king, from their fruit- 
less errand, who rated them soundly for useless do- 
nothings. The princess remained sorrowful as ever, 
and every day brought her down to dinner with her 
eyes red with weeping, so that the poor king could do 
nothing but look at his lovely disconsolate, daughter, 
leaving his soup and his fish to get cold untouched*; and 
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thus week after week went by. At length, one day 
there was a great shouting and noise in the courtyard 
of the castle. Every one was on the alert ; and before 
the king had time to reach the window, two of the 
cavalry officers appeared, driving poor Unlucky Dog 
before them. They had bound his hands behind him ; 
but his face was radiant as though nothing in the world 
could give him greater pleasure than what had happened 
to him. He bowed low to the king, and then stood up 
proudly awaiting his sentence. 

** We have found the dainty bird, your majesty," said 
the elder of the two ; " but he must have moulted be- 
tween whiles, for the descripti6n is about as like him as 
chalk to cheese, and we should never have taken him, 
if the stupid fellow had not told us the whole story 
himself. And what 4o you suppose he did^ when we 
made him prisoner } Why, sang and laughed all the 
merrier ! And when we set him on his horse and brought 
him here between us, he does nothing but abuse us all 
the time for not riding faster — just as if he did not know 
when he got here he had nothing to expect but to have 
his head chopped off. Well, your gracious majesty, if 
that is a specimen of the unhappiest man iij your king^ 
dom, I should be glad to see the happiest." 

No sooner had the king heard this than stepping up 
to Unlucky Dog with crossed arn[is, he said, " So you 
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are the man who had the audacity to allow the Princess 
to kiss him." 

"It is true, your majesty; and since then I have 
become the very happiest being in creation." 

" To the dungeon with him ! and to-morrow we will 
cut oflf his head!" 

To the dungeon went the cavalry with poor Unlucky 
Dog. The king, however, paced backwards and for- 
wards, and thought to himself, " This is a very bad case. 
IVe got the criminal, and his head shall be off to- 
morrow; but that won't make my Fortuna happy 
again." Then he stole off to his daughter's room, and, 
listening at her door, shook his head, and went slowly back 
again and sent for his privy council. Upon hearing the 
state of the case the president thus delivered himself — 

'* May it please your majesty, — I don't know that it 
would do any good, but it might. This Unlucky 
Dog was first sad, and now is merry ; our lovely prin- 
cess in the same way was once merry, and now is ever 
weeping. That kiss, I should certainly say, was somehow 
the cause of it all. Now let Unlucky Dog return the 
princess's kiss: that, your majesty, is my decided 
opinion." 

'* Impossible — perfectly'impossible ! " replied the king. 
" It would be contrary to all etiquette and the traditions 
of my house.'' 
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", Your majesty must look upon it as an afEair of state, 
and from that point of view no one can have a word to 
say against it." 

" Well," cried the king, after duly weighing the pros 
and cons, ** perhaps there may be something in that 
We will try it. Let all the earls and knights assemble 
in the throne-room, and order the prisoner to appear 
before me." 

Whereupon the king put on his royal robes and 
mounted his throne. Near him stood the princess 
in utter ignorance why she was there ; and in a circle 
round them was ranged the whole court — a mass of 
grandees in gold embroidery Sind stars and garters. At 
length the doors flew open, and Unlucky Dog was 
brought in. 

** You are to be beheaded to-morrow," said the king ; 
"but before you will, this very moment, and in the 
presence of the whole of this brilliant assembly, return 
my daughter the kiss she in ,a thoughtless momeiit 
bestowed on you." 

''If that is all your majesty commands," answered 
Unlucky Dog, " I am delighted to pbey ; and if it could 
be possible for mortal man to be happier than I already 
am, that shall I be without doubt." 

Whereupon with the greatest respect. Unlucky Dog 
approached the princess, and taking her in his arms 
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imprinted the one kiss upon her forehead. She, how- 
ever, taking his hand with a happy smile, stood with 
him before the throne. 

" Well, my dearest daughter, you are a little happier 
now, I trust ? " said the king. 

" Just a very little, my royal father,^' she replied, " but 
it won't last long." 

" Alas I no," said the disheartened king. " He is not 
a bit sad as he ought to be, for there he stands smiling, 
with that odious happy handsome face. What fs to be 
done next ? " 

*'My dear father," cried the now-blushing princess, 
casting her eyes to the ground, " I know, and will tell 
you, but only in your ear." 

Thereupon the king, leading the princess to an 
adjoining chamber, soon returned, and taking Unlucky 
Dog's hand, laid it in that of the princess, and said to 
all his assembled earls and knights — 

" It cannot be helped — it is fate's decree. This is my 
dear son, and when I come to die — your king." 

So Unlucky Dog became a prince, and later a king. 
He lived in the golden palace, and gave the princess so 
many kisses that soon she was much happier than she 
had ever been in her whole life. The prihcess gave him 
numbers of sweet names — every day a new one ; only 
sometimes when she was particularly wicked she would 
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say, *' Do you remember the silly name you once pos- 
sessed ? " and then she would go off into peals of silvery 
laughter. 

" Hush, hush, my darling ! What would people say 
if they heard you ? Why I should at the very lea^st lose 
all their proper respect ; for who ever heard of a Chris- 
tian being called * Unlucky Dog ' ? " 
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XI. 

THE DREAMING BEECH. 

TV TORE than a hundred years have passed since it 
^^ ^ was struck by lightning and split from top to 
bottom, and the plough has well furrowed the place 
where it grew. Before that time the mighty old beech 
tree stood, some hundred yards from the first houses of 
the village, on a grassy mound, a tree such as one never 
sees in these days, because animals, plants, trees, and 
men, are becoming small and mean. , 

The peasants said the tree dated from the early Chris- 
tian era, and that a holy apostle had been massacred 
beneath it by the false heathen ; that the roots of the 
tree had drunk up the apostle's blood, which, rising 
through the trunk and branches, had made them so large 
and strong. Who knows if the legend be true ? Any- 
how there was certainly one curious fact concerning the 
tree, and everybody in the village knew about it, small 
and great. Whoever fell asleep under the tree and 
dreamt a dream, that dream would surely come true. So, 
from time immemorial, is was called the Dreaming Beech, 
and no one knew it by any other name. There was, 
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however, a peculiar condition attached to the dreaming, 
and if anybody lay down under the beech with the idea 
of dreaming of some one particular thing, then the dream 
would sure to be nothing but confusion and rubbish and 
nonsense of all sorts, of which no one could make either 
head or tail. Now this was assuredly rather a difficult 
stipulation, because most people are so very likely to 
think of what lies nearest the heart ; consequently, at 
the time this story commences not a man or Woman had 
ever tried the plan with success. Still, for all that, it 
was not to be denied but that the tradition of the Dream- 
ing Beech was true. 

One hot summer's day, when not a breath of air stirred, 
a poor journeyman came wandering along the road. 
Things had gone very, badly with him for many years in 
foreign parts. When he reached the village he turned 
his pockets inside out for the last time, but alas 1 they 
were empty. 

" What am I to do ?" he thought to himself. '' I "tn 
tired to death, but no one will take me in for nothing, 
and it is hard to beg." Just then his eyes fell upon the 
noble^ beech tree, on the green grassy slope ; and as it 
stood only a few yards from the road he laid himself 
down under it to rest. A gentle breeze sprung up and 
rustled amongst the branches, whilst here and there a 
gleam of glittering sunshine fell as the leaves were 
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moved, disclosing glimpses of the deep blue sky beyond. 
Then the tired wanderer closed his eyes and slept. 
Whilst he was thus soundly sleeping, a branch dropped 
from the beech tree, with three leaves on it, which fell 
just on his breast. He dreamt that he sat at a table, in 
a most cozy room ; and the table was his own, and *he 
room, and indeed the whole house. At the table, lean- 
ing on it with both hands, stood a young woman look- 
ing lovingly at him ; and that was his wife. On his 
knees sat a child, whom he was feeding with soup, and 
because the soup was too hot, he blew upon the spoon 
to cool it. Then his wHe cried outJUughingly. " What a 
capital nurse you make ! " Jumpingabout the room was 
another child, a fat, rosy-cheeked urchin, dragging about 
a large carrot, to which he had tied a string, and shouting 
out ** Tally ho ! '^ as if it were the finest fox ! And both 
the children were his own. 

This was his dream ; and it must have been a very 
pleasant dream, for his whole face beamed in his sleep 
with happiness. 

When he awoke it was almost evening, and before him 
stood a shepherd smoking. He sprang up from the 
ground, much refreshed ; stretched himself and yawned, 
saying — 

" Heavens ! if it were only true ! but at all events it 
was pleasant to know how it would all feel ! " 
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Then the shepherd came up and asked him whenc^ he 
came, and whither he was going, and whether he had ever 
heard of the wonderful Beech ? 

Having learnt he was as innocent about it as a new- 
born babe, he exclaimed — 

" Well, you *re a lucky dog ! For any one could read 
in your face you were dreaming something pleasant. I 
was looking at you for a long time as you lay there." 
And he told him the peculiar virtue of the tree. '* It 's 
sure to come true,'* he added ; *' as certain as that this is 
a 'sheep and that a lamb. Ask the people in the village 
if it is not so. Now just tell me what you dreamt'' 

"Olci fellow," answered the young * man, grinning, 
" that 's the way, is it, you question strangers in these 
parts } I mean to keep my beautiful dream to myself, 
and you can't be surprised at that But for all that 
nothing will come of it ; " and he really believed what 
he was saying, for as he walked towards the village, he 
murmured to himself, " Stuff and nonsense ! old wives' 
tales ! I should like to know how a tree could come by 
suchpdwer!" 

As he came into the village he saw stuck out from the 
roof of the third house a long pole with a golden crown 
dangling from it And below, at the door, stood the 
landlord of the Crown Inn. He happened just then to 
be in good humour, for he had had a very good supper, 
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and was feeling in conseqaence quite happy and genial 
So the young labourer pulled -off his cap, and asked for 
a night's shelter. The landlord of the Crown looked at 
the smart lad, in his dusty, ragged clothes, from top to 
toe, and then kindly nodding, said to him — 

" Sit down here in this arbour ; I dare say there 's a 
bit of bread and cheese and a jug of beer to spare for 
ye, and a truss of straw in the loft at night." 

Whereupon he went into the house, and sent out his 
daughter with the bread and cheese and beer, and she 
sat down beside the young man and asked him to tell 
her of foreign lands, and in return told him all the 
village gossip, and how the corn stood, and when the 
next dance at the Crown would be. 

Suddenly she rose, leaned towards the stranger, and 
said — 

"Pray tell me what those three leaves are, sticking 
out of your waistcoat t " 

The young man looked down and found the twig, 
with the three leaves, which had fallen upon him whilst 
he slept. It was caught in the flap of his waistcoat. 

" It must have fallen from the great beech tree 
just outside the village," he replied ; " I had a nap 
under it!" 

The girl listened attentively, waiting to hear what he 
would say next. When he had ceased speaking, she 
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began to question him narrowly, till she had ascertained 
beyond a doubt that he had really fallen asleep under 
the great beech tree ; and that, moreover, he knew 
nothing of the wonderful power and properties attached 
to the tree. For he was a sly dog, and pretended to 
know nothing. 

As soon as she had done questioning, she went and 
drew him another jug of beer, and pressed him to drink, 
telling him all the lovely things she had herself dreamt,' 
and what a pity it was they had never come true. 

Just then the shepherd came from the field, driving 
his sheep through the village. 

As he passed the Crown Inn, he saw the two sitting 
in the arbour in earnest converse, and he stood still a 
moment, and said — 

"Ah, yes, hell be sure to tell you the beautiful 
dream, though I can get nothing out of him." And 
then he drove on his sheep. 

When the girl found, do what she would, she could 
ilot learn anything about the dream, her curiosity knew 
no bounds, and at last she could control herself no 
longer, and asked him outright what he had dreamt 
whilst sleeping under the beech. 

Then the young man, who was a mischievous rogue, 
and in very high spirits about his pleasant dream, with a 
sly look and a wink, said — ^^ 
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" Ah ! I had a most glorious dream, which must come 
true ; but I dare not tell you what it was." 

But she worried and teased him so, that at last 
he drew his chair towards her, and told her quite 
gravely — 

'* I dreamt I should marry the daughter of the land- 
lord of the Crown Inn, and that after a bit I should 
become landlord myself!" 

On hearing this the girl grew as white as a lily, and 
then as red as a rose, and got up and walked back into 
the house. Then after some^ little time she came again, 
and asked if he had really dreamt it, and was quite in 
earnest. 

"To be sure, to be sure," said he ; "she who appeared 
to me in the dream was most certainly just like you ! " 

Then the girl went again into the house, and did not 
return. She walked straight to her own room ; and 
thoughts flowed* through her brain like water that 
runneth apace. First one idea, then another chased it 
away, till back came the first thoughts. There was no 
end to the confusion ! " He knows nothing about the 
tree,"' she said to herself, "he dreamt it, and whether I 
wish it or no, it will surely come to pass; there's no 
possibility of changing that." And with this she went 
to bed, and dreamt the whole night of the young man. 
When she awoke the next morning, she knew his face by 
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heart, so often had she seen it in her dreams during the 
night. And he was a very good-looking fellow too.' 

The young man had slept soundly on his bed of straw. 
Dreaming Beech, dream, and all he had said to the 
landlord's daughter, were alike forgotten. He stood at 
the door of the tap-room, and was just shaking the land- 
lord's hand, and wishing him ** good-bye," when the girl 
entered. On seeing him ready to start, an indescribable 
feeling came over her, and she could not let him go. 

" Father," she said, "the beer has not yet been tapped, 
and the young man has nothing to do ; couldn't he stay 
a day longer, and earn his board and lodging, and get 
something beside for the journey home } " 

The landlord had no objection to make to this pro- 
posal, as he had just had his morning draught and was 
in the best of humours. 

Somehow the beer-tapping progressed but* slowly. 
Then came bottling the wine, and when the cask was 
empty and the bottles full, then the girl thought he 
could help in the field work, and when that was finished 
there were so many things to be done in the garden, that 
no one ever thought of before. So week after week 
slipped by, and every night she dreamt of him. In the 
evenings she sat with him in the arbour by the house ; 
and when he told her how roughly strangers had treated 
him, and what hardships he had gone through, it was 
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really very singular, but a gnat or a hair was sure to get 
into her eyes, so that she was oblipfed to wipe them with 
the corner of her apron. 

And so it came to pass, that at the end of the year 
the young man was still in the house. And then the 
floors were well scoured, and white sand and fir twigs 
strewn in all the rooms, aild the whole village had a 
holiday. It was the wedding day of the young journey- 
man and the innkeeper's daughter ; and everybody 
rejoiced at it, except just the few who sulked because 
they were jealous or pretended to be so. 

Not long after, the landlord of the Crown Inn was 
decidedly once more in a happy frame of mind. He 
had been eating and drinking to his heart's content, and 
sat in his arm-chair with his snuff-box on his knee. Long 
he slept ; and at last when they tried to awake him, they 
found he was dead I 

So, the young journeyman became really landlord of 
the Crown, as he had said he would in joke. And; 
indeed, all that he had dreamt under the beech tree 
came true, for soon he had two lovely children, one of 
whom he probably took sometimes on his knees and fed 
with a spoon, and possibly blew upon the food when it 
was too hot. Perhaps, too, the other boy ran about the 
room with the carrot ; but the person who told me this 
tale did not happen to mention the fact, and I forgot to 
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ask him about it But it must have happened so, be- 
cause whatever one dreamt under the beech tree always 
did come true, to the very letter. 

One day about five years later, the young land- 
lord, for such he now was, had come in, and was sitting 
in the tap-room, when his wife ran in, and said to 
him — 

" Only fancy ! yesterday at noon one of our mowers 
fell asleep under the Dreaming Beeth, without knowing 
it, and what do you think he dreamt ? Why, that he 
was immensely rich ! and only think who it was — Caspar, 
old Caspar, who is half-witted, and everybody pities and 
keeps only for charity. What on earth will he do with 
all his nioney ? " 

"Wife," laughed the husband, "how can you believe 
such rubbish ? You, a sensible woman ! Just reflect 
for one moment. How is it possible a tree can foretell 
the future — let it be ever such an old and beautiful 
tree?" 

The wife gazed at her husband with wondering eyes, 
shook her head, and said slowly — 

"Husband, don't speak so wickedly 1 you ought not 
to joke on such subjects." 

" I am not joking, my dear," replied the husband. 

For a time the woman was silent, as if she had not 
rightly understood him. Then she said-^ 
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"Why pretend what you do not mean ? Surely you 
of all others have most reason to be grateful to the tree. 
Hasn't all you dreamt under it come true ? " 

"God knows," replied the husband, when she had 
finished speaking — " God knows, I am grateful, grateful 
to Him and to you. Yes, it was a beautiful dream, and I 
remember it like yesterday ; but everything is a thousand 
times better than I dreamt it, and you, love, a thousand 
times prettier and dearer than the young woman who 
appeared in my dream. But as regards the^tree, my 
darling, this is my opinion : if a man loves dancing, he 
will soon find the music to dance to — and Echo repeats 
the words that are spoken to her, I had been for so 
many years wretched and miserable amongst strangers, 
it was no wonder if once in a way I dreamt a pleasant 
dream." 

" But still it was strange you should dream you were 
to marry me." 

" I never dreamt that ! all I saw was a young woman, 
with two children, but she was not half as pretty as you, 
or the children either." 

" Fie ! " cried the wife ; "do you mean to deny me or 
the tree ? Didn't you tell me the first day we met } It 
was in the evening, out there in the arbour. Didn't you 
tell me you had dreamt you were to marry me, and 
become landlord of the Crown Inn ? " 
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Then the man remembered the joke he had played his 
wife, and said-r- 

" II can't be helped, dear wife. I did not really dream 
of you, and if I said so, it was only a joke. I remember 
you were so very inquisitive, and I wanted to tease 
you." 

Upon this the wife burst into a flood of tears and left 
the room. When he followed her, she was standing in 
the courtyard still crying. He did all he could to comfort 
her, but in vain. 

" You have stolen my love, and cheated me out of my 
heart, " she said ; " I shall never be happy again, no ! 
never ! " 

Then he asked her if she did not love him more than 
anybody in the world, and if they had not been the 
happiest couple in the whole village? 

She could not deny this ; but nevertheless she remained 
sad and miserable, notwithstanding all he could say. 
So he thought, **Let her cry herself out — to-morrow 
she will be -herself again." But she was not herself 
again ; for the next morning, though she certainly had 
ceased weeping, she was sadder and graver than ever, 
and pointedly avoided her husband. 

Every attempt at reconciliation failed ; nearly all day 
she sat gloomily by herself, starting whenever her hus- 
band came near her. 
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This state of things continuing some, time, he also 
began to grow melancholy, fearing he had altogether 
lost his wife's love. Silently he moved about the house, 
thinking how to cure the evil ; but no idea occurred to 
him : so at noon he went out into the village, and loitered 
carelessly through the fields. The rich, ripe corn waved 
like a golden lake, and the birds sang sweetly enough, 
but his heart was full of sorrow. In the distance stood 
the old Dreaming Beech, queen of the forest it towered 
towards heaven. It seemed to beckon him with its 
green waving branches to come nearer like a good old 
friend. He went and sat beneath' its shade, thinking of 
days gone by. Five years had passed since he, a poor 
miserable wretch, had rested there for the first time, 
and dreamt that pleasant dream. How pleasant 1 for it 
had lasted five years, and now — all gone ! all gone ! for 
ever and ever. 

Then the beech began to rustle again, as it had done 
five years ago, and to move its mighty branches ; and 
as they moved there fell, as then, the golden glittering 
sunlight across its leaves, and through the boughs 
peeped ever and anon the deep blue sky. Then his 
heart grew calmer, and he slept. Soon he dreamt that 
dream again of five years ago. The woman at the table 
and the little children at their play; but now, the « faces 
were the faces of his own dear wife and children, and she 
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looked at him with her large brown eyes so kindly, ah, 
so kindly ! And then he awoke, and found it was only 
a dream ! More sorrowful than before, he broke off a 
small green twig from the tree, and went home and 
placed it in his hymn-book. 

The next day was Sunday, and as they went to church 
the leaves fell out at the wife's feet He turned scarlet 
as he stooped to pick them up and put them into his 
pocket. But the wife had seen it and asked what it was. 

"Only leaves from the Dreaming Beech, which is 
much kinder to me than you are. Yesterday I was 
resting beneath it and fell asleep. It wished to console 
me, for I dreamt that you were kind to me again, and 
had forgiven everything ; but it is not true. The good 
old beech, though it is a noble tree, knows nothing 
about the future." 

The wife gazed at him, and it was as if a ray of sun- 
shine had crossed her face. 

" Husbafid, did you really dream that } " 

** Yes," he answered positively. 

And she knew it was the truth, by the twitching 
about his mouth, like one who has a difficulty in re- 
straining his tears. 

" And r was really your wife ? " 

'* Really my own true wife ; " and she fell on his neck, 
and half-suffocated him iwith kisses. 
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" Thank God," she said, " now it is all right again ! 
I love you so dearly, how dearly you can never know. 
And all these long weary days I have been in such 
dread, lest I was wrong in loving you, and that God 
meant me to have another husband, and you another 
wife ; for you certainly did steal my heart, you bad 
man I and there was deception at first — ^yes, you stole 
my heart, but it did not do you much good, for you 
know things must have happened just as they did, 
whether we would or no." Then, after a pause she 
continued — 

" Promise me never to speak slightingly of the Dream- 
ing Beech again } " 

*' I never will, for I believe in it, as much as you do, 
depend, upon it, though in a difierent way, perhaps. 
And now let us paste the leaves in the beginning of our 
hymn-book, so that they may not be lost." 
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• XII. 
THE HUMPBACKED MAIDEN, 

A GERMAN STORY. 

THERE lived once a poor woman with an only child, 
a little daughter, who was so pale and small that 
she was quite different from all other children. When 
this poor woman went out with her little girl, people 
would turn round to look after them and then whisper 
to each other. And when the little girl asked her 
mother why every one stared at them so, the mother 
would tell her, " Perhaps it is because you have such a 
pretty new frock," and so the child was satisfied. But 
when they got back home,' the mother would clasp her 
little one in her arms and cry, kissing her over and 
over again. " My child, my darling ! what will become 
of thee when I am gone t No one knows what an angel 
she is ; no, not even her father." 

Not long after the poor riiother was taken suddenly ill, 
and on the ninth day she died. The father of this little 
girl was in despair ; he threw himself on his dead wife, 
and vowed he would be buried with her. His friends. 
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however, persuaded him to be comforted at last, and he 
consoled himself at the end of the year by taking an- 
other wife, younger, prettier, and richer than the first ; 
but, alas ! not half so good ! 

As for the child, since her mother's death she had 
done nothing but sit in the window-seat and look up 
into the sky from morning till night, for nobody troubled 
themselves now to take her out. So she became paler 
than ever, and never grew a bit the whole year. 

But when the new mother came, she said to herself, 
" Now, then, I shall go about again outside the town, 
into the merry sunshine and along the beautiful roads 
with the green hedges, where the lovely flowers and 
bushes grow, and where all the fine ladies and gentlemen 
walk." For this poor little girl lived in a narrow street, 
into which the sun never shone, and it was only when 
you sat in the window-seat that a bit of blue sky could 
be seen, and then it was not bigger than a pocket-hand- 
kerchief! 

The new mother began very soon to go out every 
day, morning and afternoon, and dressed herself always 
in a lovely dress of brilliant colours, which was much 
finer than any the old mother had ever worn, but she 
never took the little girl with her. 

At last she took heart, this poor child, and begged 
hard to be allowed to go at least just once. But the new 
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mother sharply told her, "No," for, "what would the 
people say," she exclaimed, " if I were to show myself 
about with such an object ? Why, bless the child, don't 
you know you're a perfect hunchback, and whoever 
heard of humpbacked children going out walking? — 
they 're always left at home ! " 

The little girl said not another word, but as soon as 
the new mother had gone olit she jumped up on a chair 
before the looki,ng-glass, and looked at herself a long 
time. Yes, she was humpbacked; there it was, a 
regular round hump between her shoulders, there was no 
mistake about it. She got quietly down and mounted 
into her place in the window-seat, looking into the street 
beneath, and thinking of the days when that old 
mother had taken her out — and then she thought of her 
hump. 

"I wonder what there is inside," she said to herself; 
" there must be something inside such a hump." 

And the summer passed, and winter came, and the 
little girl was paler and thinner still, and at last, when 
the snowdrops began to peep from the hardened earth, 
the old mother came one night and told her how lovely 
the golden heavens above were, and in the morning the 
little maiden lay dead. 

" Don't take on so, husband," said the new mother ; 
" it's much the best that could happen to such a child." 



Digitized 



by Google 



144 » Fantastic Stories. 

But the husband said not a word, only shook his head 
mournfully and tholight of his dead wife and child. 

As soon as they had buried her, an angel with wings 
of snow came flying from heaven, and sat himself down 
close to the little grave, and knocked upon it gently as 
though it had been a door, and presently the child came 
forth from her grave and listened as he told her he had 
come to take her home to her mother in heaven. But 
the little maiden looked shyly into the shining face, and 
asked if humpbacked children might go to heaven, since 
everything there was so fine, and grand, and beautiful. 

" My little one," the angel answered ; " thou art no 
longer humpbacked," and striking his white hand across 
her shoulders the old hump fell away like an empty nut- 
shell, and — what was in it } Two beautiful swan-like 
angel's wings ; and spreading them wide, as if she had 
been always used to flying, away she sped with the 
angel-guide through the blinding sunshine, on — on, into 
the blue heavens above, and in the highest place of all 
sat that good mother of old, with arms outstretched 
towards her, and, with one more sweep of her swan-like 
wings, she flew straight to that old mother's breast, never 
to be parted more. ' ' 
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XIII. 

HEAVENLY MUSIC 

T N the golden age, when angels came and played with 
-*- the peasant children on the sandheaps by the sea- 
shore, the gates of heaven stood wide open, and rays 
of golden glory fell like rain upon the earth — man gazed 
straight into the open heaven, and saw the saints above 
walking among the stars, and greeted them ; and the 
saints would return the greeting. But the most exquisite 
of ^11 things was the glorious music, which in those days 
was heard from heaven. The spirit of the Almighty 
had composed it, and thousands of angels were the per- 
formers on harps and trumpets and cymbals. 

At the sound of it, all on earth was hushed. The winds 
ceased to blow, and the waters of the seas and rivers 
stood still. Man could only listen with clasped hands in 
silent awe, and a wondrous feeling stole into the heart, 
such as is not given now for man to conceive. Thus it 
was in those times, but it did not last long. One day as 
a punishment the gates of heaven were closed, the 
angels ceased playing, and all around was sad — cind 
very sad indeed were the angels, as each one, seated on 



Digitized 



by Google 



148 Fantastic Stories. 

a cloud, hplding his sheet of music in his hand, began to 
cut up the paper with his small golden scissors, letting 
the scraps fall down to the earth. There the wind 
seized upon them, drifting them as snowflakes over 
mountain and valley, and scattering them over the 
whole world. Then the children of man each caught 
up a scrap of the music, one a small, the other a larger 
piece, till all were gathered and carefully stored away. 
For was it not part of the heavenly music which had 
sounded so glorious through the air } In the course of 
time it came to pass that they all began to quarrel about 
the scraps, for each one fancied he had caught the best 
piece, till at last every one declared he alone possessed 
the real heavenly music, and that all the others were 
but deception and imitation. Those who wished to be 
thought very wise indeed — and there-' were many such — 
made a grand flourish at the beginning or end of their 
MS., and thought themselves inspired for doing iso. One 
whistled in A, the other sang in B. One played in 
minor, the other in major, not one understood the 
other — in short there was a noise like the Tower of 
Babel ; and so it has gone on to the present time. 

But at the last day, when the stars shall fall to earth 
and the sun into the sea, then the children of men shall 
crowd round the gates of heaven, as at Christmas time 
little children crowd round the door which hides the 
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Christmas tree from their sight. Then the angels shall 
be sent to collect all the scraps of the Heavenly Music- 
book, and large as well as small will be gathered in — 
even to the smallest upon which only one note is written. 
The angels will join all together, and once more the 
heavenly music will resound through the sky as glorious 
as of yore. 

And the children of men will stand surprised and 
abashed, listening and exclaiming one to another, 
" Surely that was your piece, and this mine — but ah ! 
how different it all sounds now ! Glorious and wbnderful 
it peals through the air — joined by the angels in its own 
right place ! '* 

Yes ! you may rely upon it. Thus it will be. 
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THE OLD HAIR TRUNK, 

'nr^HERE was an old gentleman once who had by him 
-*- a hair trunk. Not a handsome patent-leather tra- 
velling portmanteau, but an ugly, exceedingly shabby, 
old-fashioned trunk, covered with stripped yellow hair, 
and bound with iron. The moths had been very busy 
with the hair, rust had considerably damaged the iron, 
and time had given many a bump to the metal bands 
and, comers. 

" That 's an article that has seen a good many ups and 
downs," said the witty porter, as he took the trunk from 
the carriage and flung it to the ground with a crash, 
which was not particularly adapted to improve its ap- 
pearance ; its iron corners, however, defended it pretty 
well from the passers-by. 

"It's no use coming so close," it growled to the other 
boxes who had been its travelling companions. " You 
only want to see how moth-eaten I am !" 

The gentleman to whom this superannuated piece of 
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antiquity belonged, was a very eccentric man, for when 
he was at home, the old trunk always stood in the place 
of honour in his library, under a fine gilt mirror, looking 
very much out of place, indeed, in such a handsome 
room. When he travelled, the first thing he thought of 
was always the old trunk, which he had brought from 
his carriage and placed by his side. 

" It must surely be full of gold, for he never loses sight 
of it," said one. But here they were completely in the 
dark ; something, certainly, the old trunk contained, but 
not gold — money least of all. 

As soon as the old gentleman found himself alone he 
would go up to it and press his finger on a hidden spring, 
when the lid flew open and discovered an inner box of 
bright crimson velvet, with gold bands and fastenings* 
If any one came, presto ! down went the lid. 

Now it so happened this old gentleman had an ex- 
ceedingly inquisitive housekeeper. One <Jay, leaving her 
shoes at the door, she managed to steal unperceived into 
the room, when the trunk stood open. She had aln^ost 
succeeded in reaching it, when, dazzled by the splendour 
of the crimson and gold, she quite forgot herself, and 
exclaimed — 

"Well, to be sure! who'd have thought it.? Why, if 
the old trunk isn't quite new inside ! " 
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Then the old trunk knew a stranger was near, and 
presto ! down came the lid so sharp, as almost to pinch 
off the finger with which she had tried to stroke the velvet 
to see if it were real. 

" What a vicious old thing," she cried in a fright, 
*' not to let one so much as touch it ! " For the future, 
however, if anybody ever asked her about the trunk her 
master made such a mystery of, she only answered there 
was nothing odd about it at all, far less in it. Every one 
had their little peculiarities, and her master had his ; he 
had just set his heart upon the old hair trunk, and that 
was all about it 

But that was not all, for there really was something 
exceedingly strange about the old trunk. Occasionally 
the old gentleman would bolt himself in his library, and 
having pressed down the secret spring and raised the lid, 
would carefully lift out the crimson and gold box and 
put it on the table, then after listening for, a while, that 
nobody was near, he would press down another hidden 
spring, and the crimson lid would fly open — and what 
was there ? 

Wonderful, but true ! a tiny, wee, lovely fairy pHncess, 
with her hair in two long plaits, and her feet in little slip- 
pers, with high red heels. With one bound she sprang 
out and seated herself on the box, highly delighted at the 
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feat, and began immediately to relate such charming 
stories, that the ear was never tired of listening. The 
old gentleman leant back in his easy chair, and with 
closed eyes seemed thoroughly to enjoy all his little 
visitor was telling him. 

One day when she had finished, she cried, " I have 
now told you so many tales, why should you not write 
them down ? I do believe you forget them all ! Can't 
you write them down ? *' 

" To be sure," answered the old gentleman, " of course 
I can ! at least I think so, only I shall never write them 
down as well as you tell them, and nobody must know 
whence they come, or that you lie hid in the old trunk ; 
people would all be; for coming, and seeing and touching 
everything with their awkward fingers, and I should have 
my velvet box quite spoilt ! " 

" Oh ! on no account," chimed in the small princess, 
" and yet I should like to see their faces when they dis- 
covered what was in it ! " 

" Hush ! " said the old gentleman starting up, "there 's 
a knock at the door ! Creep back into your nest in the 
box," and lifting it back into the trunk, presto ! down 
came the lid, and the old hair trunk stood ugly and 
battered under the gilt mirror, as the housekeeper came 
up bringing in the tea. 
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As she left the room she gave the trunk a sly kick, 
" You horrid old thing ! you very nearly smashed my 
finger yesterday." 

And so these stories came to be written. 



THE END. 
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A Series of Stories of Military and Naval Adventure, related by an old 
Retired Officer of the Army. 



^, 



^antastic Stories, 

Translated from the German of Richard Leander, 
by Paulina B. Granville. 

Crown 8vo. Eight full-page Illustrations. 



Contents. 



The Magic Organ. 

The Invisible Kingdom. 

The Knight who Grew Rusty. 

Of the Queen who could not 
make Gingerbread-Nuts, and 
of the King who could not 
Play the Jew's- Harp. 

The Wishing-Ring. 

The Three Princesses with 
Hearts of Glass. 



The Old Bachelor. 
Sepp's Courtship. 
Heino in the Marsh. 
Unlucky Dog and Fortune's 

Favourite. 
The Dreaming Beech. 
The Little Humpbacked 

Maiden. 
Heavenly Music. 
The Old Hair Trunk. 



These are translations of some of the best of Richard Leander's well- 
known stories for children. The illustrations to this work are of 
singular beauty and finish. 



Digitized 



5d by Google 



The African Cruiser. 

A Midshipman's Adventures on the West Coast A Book for Boys. 

By S. Whitchurch Sadler, R.N. 

Three Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

A book of real adventures among slavers on the West Coast of Africa. 
One chief recommendation is the faithfulness of the local colouring. 



The Day of Rest. 

Volume for 1873, containing numerous pictures. Handsomely bound. 



3s. Cd. per Volume. 



It is intended in this Series to produce books of such merit that readers 
will care to preserve them on their shelves. They are well printed on 
good paper, handsomely bound, with a Frontispiece, and are sold at the 
moderate price of 3s. 6d. each. 



Abel Drakes Wife. By 
John Saunders, Author of 
"Hirell." 

A Fight for Life. By 
MoY Thomas. 

The House of Raby. By 

Mrs G. T. Hooper. 
God's Providence House. 
By Mrs G. L. Banks. 

Robin Gray. By CHARLES 
Gibbon. With a Frontispiece 
by Hennessy. 



Kitty. By Miss M. Be- 
tham-Edwards. 

Ready Money Mortiboy. A 

Matter-of-Fact Story. 

Hire//, By JOHN Saun- 
ders, Author of **Abel Drake's 
Wife." 

One of Two.. By J. Hain 
Friswell, Author of "The 
Gentle Life," &c. 



other standard novels to follow. 
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HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY. 





AUTOBIOGRAPHY AND OTHER MEMORIALS OF MRS. 
GILBERT, FORMERLY ANN TAYLOR. By Josiah Gilbert, 

Author of "The Titian and Cadore Country," &c. In 2 vols. Post 8vo. 
With Steel Portraits, and several Wood Engravings. [Preparing, 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF DR. A. B. GRANVILLEj M.D., F.R.S.,&c. 

, Edited, with a brlfef account of his concluding years, by his youngest 
Daughter. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. With a Portrait. [Preparing. 

SAMUEL LOVER, THE LIFE AND UNPUBLISHED WORKS 

OF. By Bayle Bernard. In 2 vols. Post 8vo. With a Steel Portrait. 

^. [Preparing, 

A MEMOIR OF THE REV. DR. ROWLAND WILLIAMS, with 
selections from his Note-books and Correspondence. Edited by Mrs. 
Rowland Williams. With a Photographic Portrait. In 2 vols. 
Large post 8vo. [Shortly, 

POLITICAL WOMEN. By Sutherland Menzies. 2 vols* Post 8vo. 
Price 24r. 

"Has all the information of history, with I *' A graceful' contribution to the lighter 
all the interest that attaches to biography." I record of history.''— iff^^/wA Churchtnan, 
— Scotsman, \ 
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History and BioGKhvnY— continued. 

SARA COLERIDGE, MEMOIR AND LETTERS OF. Edited 
by her Daughter. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. With 2 Portraits. Price 24J. 
Third E^tion, Revised and Corrected. With. Index. . 

"'Sara Colerictse, as «lie is revealed, or ; " TKese chaM r miii g vrfuaMS are altmctive 
rather reveals herself, in the correspond- i as a memorial of a most amiable woman of 
ence, makes a brilliant addition toabriU . high intellectual mark." — Athetueum. 
liant fa^y reputatioik'*—- Saturday Re- "We have read thcs« two voluine& wkk 

virua. \ genuiae gatilkation.''-7>^<7Mr. 

THE LATE REV. F. W. ROBERTSON, M.A., LIFE AND 
LETTERS OF. Edited by Stopford Brooke, KLA., Chaplain in 
Ordinary to the Queen. 

I. In 2 vols., uniform with the Sermons. Price 7j. (kL 
II. Library Edition, in demy 8vo, with Two Steel Portraits. Price I2J. 
.III.. A Popular Edition, in I vol. Price 6j, 

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE, A MEMOIR OF, with Stories now 
first" published in this country. By H. A. Page. Large post 8vo. 7^. 6^. 



" Sddora has it been our lot to meet with 
a more appreciative delineation of character 
than diis Memoir of Hawthorne."— ^<?r«- 
iugPostm 



" Exhibits a discriminating enthuaasm 
for one oT the most fascinating of nor 
y€ljs^&.'*'—Saiurdt^y Review. 



LEONORA CHRISTINA, MEMOIRS OF, Daughter of Christian IV. 
of Denmark : Written during her Imprisonment in the Blue Tower of the 
Royal Palace at Copenhagen, 1663 — 1685. Translated by F. £. Buxmett. 
With an Autotype Portrait of the Princess. Medium 8vo. \2s, 6d. 

** A valuable addition to history.** — I "A valuable addition to the tragic ro- 
Daily News. \ mance of history." — Spectator. 

LIVES OF ENGLISH POPULAR LEADERS. No. i.— Stephen 
Lakgton. By C. Edmiuid Maiirice. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6</. 

CABINET PORTRAITS. Biographical Sketches of Statesmen of 
THE Day. By T. "Wemyss B*eid. i vol Crown 8vo. 7j. (id. 

"We can heartily commcad this work.*' 
'^toMdard. 

" Drawn with a master hand."— Kiwt- 
shire Post. 



"We have never met with a wort 
which we can more unreservedly praise. 
The sketches are absolutely impartial." — 
Athimeum. 



THE CHURCH AND THE EMPIRES: Historical Periods. By the 
late Henry "W. Wilberforce. Preceded by a Memoir of the Author 
by the Rev. Jolin Henry Newman, D.D. i vol. Post 8vo. With 
a Portrait. Price ioj. 6^. 

HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH REVOLUTION OF 1688. By C. 
D. Tonge, Regius Professor, Queen's Coll., Belfast, i vol. Crown 8vo, 
Price 6^. 

ALEXIS DE TOCQUEVILLE. Correspondence and Conversatiwis witlf 
Nassau W. Senior, from 1833 to 1859. Edited by Mrs. 2C. C. Hi* 
Simpson. In 2 vols. Large post 8vo. 21J-. 

"A book replete with knowledge and I "An extremely interesting .book.*— 
iCt^isaf^DX.**'-Quarterly Review. \ Saturday Review. 
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History and "E^iOGBASn^—contmued, 

JOURNALS KEPT IN FRANCE AND ITALY. From 1848 to 1852. 
With a Sketch of the Revolution of 1848. By the late K'aswau William 
Senior. Edited by his Daughter, M. C. M. Simpson. In 2 vols. 
Post 8vo. 24^. 

** The book has a getiurae historical I able Tiew of the state of political society 
vakie." — Saturday Review. I during the existence of the second Republic 

* * No better, more honest, and more read- | could well be looked for. " — Examiner, 



PERSIA; ANCIENT AND MODERN; 
Post 8vo. Price lOf. 6af. 



By John Figg*et, F.S.A. 



THE HISTORY OF JAPAN. From the Earliest Period to the Present 
Time. By Francis Ottdwell Adams, H.B.M.'s Secretary of Embassy 
at Berlin, formerly H.B.M.*s Charge d' Affaires, and Secretary of Legation 
at Yedo. Demy 8vo. With Map and Plans. Price 2lj. 

THE NORMAN PEOPLE, and their existing Descendants in the 
British Dominions and the United States of America. One 
handsome voL 8vo. * Price 21J. 

THE RUSSIANS IN CENTRAL ASIA. A Critical Examination, 
down to th«j)resent time, of the Geography and History of Central Asia. 
By Baron F. von Hellwald. Translated by Xaeut.-OoL Tbftodore 
Wirgman, LL^* In i voL Large post 8voy with Map. Price I2J. 

BOKHARA : ITS HISTORY AND CONQTJEST. By Professor 
Arminiua Vllmbdry, of the University of Pesth, Author of *' Travels 
in Central Asia," &c Demy 8vo. Price 'i8j. 

** We conclude with a cordial recommen- 
dation of this valuable \iQ^.^ —Satur- 
day Revum. 



** Almost every page abounds with com<< 
coition of peculiar merit." — ATomins 



THE RELIGIOUS HISTORY OF IRELAND: Primitive, JPapal, 
AND Protestant ; including the Evangelical Missions, Catholic Agitations, , 
and Church Progress of the last half Century. By James Qodkin, Author 
of "Ireland : her Churches," &c. z voL 8vo. Price I2J. 



"These latter chapters on the sueis- 
tics of the various religious denominations 
will be welcomed."-— ^w»i'«^i'te»4!fl:rrf. 

* ' Mr. Godkin writes with evident honesty, 



and the topic on which he writes is oiMr 
about which an honest book 19 greatly 
wanted." — Examiner, 



THE GOVERNMENT OF THE NATIONAL DEFENCE. From 
the 30th June to the 31st October, 1870. The Plain Statement of a 
Member. By DCons. Jules Favre. i vol. Demy 8vo. \os, 6d. 



" Of all the contributions to thfe history 
of the late war, we have found none more 
fascinating and, perhaps, none , more 
valuable than the 'apology,' by M. 



Jules Favre, for the uiKuccessful Govern- 
ment of the National Defence." — Times. 

" A work of the highest interest. The 
book is most valuable.' — Athenamm. 



ECHOES OF A FAMOUS YEAR. By Harriet Parr, Author of 
"The Life of Jeanne d'Arc," "In the SUver Age," &c Crown 8vo. 
8^. 6dr. 



** Miss Parr has the great ^ift of charm- 
ing simplicity of style ; and if children are 
not interested in her book, many of their 



seiiioA will be."— ^rr/irA Qttarttrly Re^ 
view. 
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VOYAGES AND TRAVEL. 



SOME TIME IN IRELAND; A RecoUection. i vol. Crown 8vo. 

\Preparing, 

WAYSIDE NOTES IN SCANDINAVIA. Being Notes of Travel in the 
North of Europe. By Mark Antony Lower, 1C.A. i vol. Crown 8vo. 

\Preparing, 

ON THE ROAD TO KHIVA. By David Ker, late Khlvan Correspon- 
dent of the Daily Telegraph. Illustrated with Photographs of the Country 
and its Inhabitants, and a copy of the Olhcial Map in use during the Cam- 
paign, from the Survey of Captain Leusilin. i vol. Post Svo. I2j. 

VIZCAYA ; or, Life in the land of the Carlists at the outbreak of the Insur- 
rection, with some account of the Iron Mines and other characteristics 
of the country. With a Map and 8 Illustrations. Crown Svo. [Just ready. 

ROUGH NOTES OF A VISIT TO BELGIUM, SEDAN, AND 
PARIS, in September, 1870-71. By John Ashton. Crown Svo, 
bevelled boards. Price 3^. (yd. 



' The author does not attempt to deal 
with military subjects, but writes sensibly 
of what he saw in i8;;o-7i." — John Bull. 
" Possesses a certain freshness from the 



straightforward simplicity with which it is 
written." — Graphic. 

*'An interesting work by a highly in- 
telligent observer. — Standard. 



THE ALPS OF ARABIA ; or, Travels through Egypt, Sinai, Arabia, and 
the Holy Land. By William Cliarles Maughan. i vol. Demy Svo, 
with Map, Price \2s. 



* Deeply interesting and valuable." — 
Edinburgn Review. 

** He writes freshly and with competent 
knowledge. " — Standard. 



"Very readable and instructive. * . . 
A work far above the average of such 
publications.'' — John Bull. 



THE MISHMEE HILLS : an Account of a Joujuey made in an Attempt 
to Penetrate Thibet from Assam, to open New Routes for Commerce. 
By T. T. Cooper, Author of **The Travels of a Pioneer of Commerce." 
Demy Svo. With Four Illustrations and Map. Price loj. dd. 

**The volume, which will be of great J will interest ordinary readers. It is cs- 
use in India and amons Indian merchants I pecially rich in sporting incidents." — 
here, contains a good deal of matter that | Standard. 

GOODMAN'S CUBA, THE PEARL OF THE ANTILLES. By 
Walter Goodman. Crown Svo. Price 7j. 6d. 



'*A series of vivid and miscellaneous 
sketches. We can recommend this whole 
volume as very amusing reading.*' — Pall 
Mall Gazette. 



The whole book deserves the heartiest 
commendation. . . Sparkling and amusing 
from begmning to end."^Spectat0r. 



FIELD AND FOREST RAMBLES OF A NATURALIST IN 
NEW BRUNSWICK. With Notes and Observations on the Natural 
History of Eastern Canada. By A. Leith Adams, M. A. In Svo, cloth. 
Illustrated. Price 14s. 

*' Both sportsmen and naturalists will J take a pleasure either in sport or natural 
find this work replete with anecdote and history." — Athenauin. 
carefully-recorded observation, which will J "To the naturalist the book will be most 
entertain ^txti.^*— Nature. I valuable. . . To the general reader most 

** Will be found interesting by those who | interesting." — Evening Standard. 

ROUND THE WORLD IN 1870. A Volume of Travels, with Maps. 
By A. D. Carlisle, B.A., Trin. Coll., Camb. Demy Svo. Price i6j. 
** We can only commend, which we do very heartily, an eminently sensible and 
readable book.'' — British Quarterly Review. 
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Voyages and T^kvm^— continued. 

TENT LIFE WITH ENGLISH GIPSIES IN NORWAY. By 
Hubert Smith. In 8vo, cloth. Five full-page Engravings, and 31 
smaller Illustrations, with Map of the Country showing Routes. Second 
Edition. Revised and Corrected. Price 2ij. 



*' Written in a very lively style, and has 
throughout a smack of dry humour and 
satiric reflection which shows the writer to 
be a keen observer of men and things. We 

FAYOUM ; or, Artists in Egypt. A 
By J. Lenoir. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

** A pleasantly written and very readable I 

book." — Examiner. ' \ 

** The book is very amusing. . . . Who- | 



hope that many will read it and find in it 
the same amusement as ourselves.'*— 
Times. 



Tour with M. Ger6me and others. 

Illustrated. Price ys. 6d, 

ever may^ take it up will find he has with 

him a bright and pleasant companion."' — 

Spectator. 



SPITZBERGEN THE GATEWAY|TO THE POLYNIA; or, A 
Voyage to Spitzbergen. By Captain John C. Wells, B.N. 

In 8vo, cloth. Profusely Illustrated. Price 2ij. 



** A charmine ^ book, remarkably well 
written and well illustrated.'*— *$"/««<&«/. 
" Straightforward and clear in style. 



AN 



AUTUMN 
CANADA. 



securing our confidence by its unaffected 
simplicity and good sense." — Saturday 
Review. 

TOUR IN THE UNITED STATES AND 
By Lieut. -Col. J. Q. Medley. Crown 8vo. Price 5^. 



** Colonel Medley's little volume is a 
pleasantly written accountof a two-months' 
visit to America." — Hour. 



" May be recommended as manly, sen- 
sible, and pleasantly written." — Globe. 



THE NILE WITHOUT A DRAGOMAN. 
Second Edition. In I vol. Crown 8vo, cloth. 



By Frederic Eden. 

Price 7j. 6d. 



"Should any of our readers care to 
imitate Mr. Eden's example, and wish to 
see things with their own eyes, and shift 
for themselves, next winter in Upper Egypt, 



they will find this book a very agreeable 
guide."— 7V»*«. 

*\ It is a book to read during tan autumn 
holiday." — Spectator. 



IRELAND IN 1872. A Tour of Observation, with Remarks on Irish Public 
Questions. By Dr. James Macaulay. Crown 8vo. Price p. 6d. 



** A careful and instructive book. Full 
of facts, full of information, and full of 
interest." — Literary Churchman. 

** We have rarely met a book on Ireland 



which for impartiality of criticism and 
general accuracy of information could be 
so^ well recommended to the fair-minded 
Irish xtaAtx**— Evening Standard, 



OVER THE DOVREFJELDS. By J. S. Shepard, Author of **A 
Ramble through Norway," &a Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Price 4f. dd. 

be written on the subject. So interestini 



"We have read many books of Nor- 
wegian travel, but . . .we have seen 
none so pleasantly narrative in its style, 
and so varied in its subject." — Spectator. 

** As interesting a little volume as could 



ibject. bo mterestme 
and shortly written that it will commend 
itself to all intending tourists." — Exa- 
miner. 



A WINTER IN MOROCCO. 

Illustrated. Price loj. 6</. 



By Amelia Perrier. Large crown %yo. 



"Well worth reading, and contains 
several excellent illustrations." — Hour. 

** Miss Perrier is a very amusing writer. 
She has' a good deal of humour, sees the 



oddity and quaintness of Oriental life with 
a quick observant eye, and evidently turned 
her opportunities of sarcastic examination 
to account." — Daily News. 
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SCIENCE. 



THE QUESTIONS OF AURAL SURGERY. By James Hinton, 

Aural Surgeon to Guy's Hospital. Post 8vo. Price I2J. td. 

AN ATLAS OF DISEASES OF THE MEMBRANA TYMPANI. 
With Descriptive Text By James HintoiL, Aural Surgeon to Guy's 
Hospital. Post 8vo. Price £(i 6s. 

PHYSIOLOGY FOR PRACTICAL USE. By various Writers. Edited 
by James Hinton. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. With 50 Illustrations. 12s. 6d. 

THE PRINCIPLES OF MENTAL PHYSIOLOGY. With their 
Applications to the Training and Discipline of the Mind, and the Study of 
its Morbid Conditions. By W. B. Carpenter, liI<.B., tf .!>., 
. TJBLJ^.y &c. 8yo. Illustrated. Price 12s. 

SENSATION AND INTUITION. By James Sully, i vol. Post 8vo. 

iJVearfy ready, 

THE EXPANSE OF HEAVEN. A Series of Essays on the Wonders of 
tiie Finuament By A. A. Proctor, B.A. Second Edition. With 
a Frontispiece. Smiall crown Svo. Price 6j. 

** A very channine work ; cannot £aiil to | " Full of thought, readable, and popular." 
lift the reader's xnind up ' through nature's I — Brighton Gazette. 
work to nature's God.* "—Standard. \ 

STUDIES OF BLAST FURNACE PHENOMENA. By K. L. 
Oruner. Txanslated by L. D. B. Qordon, F.&.S.E., F.O.S., &c. 
Demy 8vo. Price yj. dd, 

"The whole subject is d«alt with very I handsof practical men, for whose use it is 
copiously and clearly in all its parts, and I designed." — Post. 
can scarcely faif of appreciation at the | 

A LEGAL HANDBOOK FOR ARCHITECTS. By Edward 
Jenkins and John Baymond, Esqrs., Barristers-at-Law. In i vol. 
Price 6j. 

" Architects, builders, and especially the I " We can confidently recommend this 
building public wiJl find the' volume very book to all engaged in the building 
\ysi&i\A.— Freeman. \ trades.** — Edinburgh Daily Review. 

CONTEMPORARY ENGLISH PSYCHOLOGY. From the French of 
Profeasor Th. Bibot. Large post Svo. Price 9^. An Analysis of 
the Views and Opinions of the following Metaphysicians, as expressed in 
thdr writings : — 

Jambs Mill, A Baik, John Stuakt Mill, Gbokgb H. Lbwes, Herbert 
SpeKcer, Samuel Bailey. 

THE HISTORY OF CREATION, a Popular Account of the Develop- 
ment of the Earth and its Inhabitants, according to the theories of Kant, 
Laplace, Lamarck^ and Darwin. By Professor Ernst Heeckel, of the 
University of Jena. With Coloured Plates and Genealogical Trees of the 
various groups of both plants and animals. 2 vols. Post iJvo. [Preparing. 
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A New Edition. 

CHANGE OF AIR AND SCENE. A Physician's Hints about Doctors, 
Patients, Hygiene, and Society ; with Notes of Excursions for health in the 
Pyrenees, and amongst the Watering-places of France (Inland and Sea- 
ward), Switzerland, Corsica, and the Mediterranean. By Dr. Alphonse 
Donnd. Large post 8vo. Price 9^. 



"A very readable and serviceable book. 
. . . The real value of it is to be found in 
the accurate and minute information given 
with regard to a large number of places 
which have gained a reputation on the 



continent for their .mineral waters."— /*«// 
Ma/i Gazette. 

** A singularly pleasant and chatty as 
well as instructive book about health."— 
Guardian. 



MISS YOUMANS' FIRST BOOK OF BOTANY. Designed to 
cultivate the observing powers of Children. From the Author^ latest 
Stereotjrped Edition. New and Enlarged Edition, with 300 Engravings. 
Crown 8vo. Price 5^. 



** It b but rarely that a school-book ap- 
pears which is at once so novel in plan, so 
successful in execution, and so suited to the 
general want, as to command universal and 
unqualified approbation, but such has been 



the case with Miss Youmans' First Book 
of Botany. . . . It has been everywhere 
welcomed as a timely and invaluable con- 
tribution to the improvement of primary 
education."— /»«// Mail Gazette, 



AN ARABIC AND ENGLISH DICTIONARY OF THE KORAN, 
By Mcgor J. Fenrice, B.A. 4to. Price 21s, 



MODERN GOTHIC ARCHITECTURE. 

Crown 8vo. Price 5j. 



By T. Q. Jackson. 



"This thoughtful little book is worthy 
of the perusal of all interested in art or 
architecture." — Staifdard, 

" The reader will find some of the most 



important doctrines of eminent art teachers 
practically applied in this little book, 
which is well written and popular in 
style." — Manchester Examiner, 



A TREATISE. ON RELAPSING FEVER. 

Assistant-Surgeon, Bengal Army. Small post 8vo, 



By B. T. Xyons, 

Price *js, 6d. 



* A practical work, thoroughly supported in its views by a series of remarkable 
cases. ** — Standard, 



FOUR WORKS BY DR. EDWARD SMITH. 



I. Health and Disease, as influenced by 

the Daily, Seasonal, and other Cyclical 
Changes in the Human System. A New 
Edition. Price 7*. 6d. 

II. Foods. Second Editiwi. Profusely 
Illustrated. Price 5;. 



III. Practical Dietary for Families, 
Schools, and the Labouring Classes. 
A New Edition. Price 3^. 6d. 

IV. Consumption in its Early and Re- 
mediable Stages. A NeW Edition. 
Price 7*. 6d. 



CHOLERA: HOW TO AVOID AND TREAT IT. Popular and 
Practical Notes by Henry Blanc, M.D. Crown 8vo. Price 4J. 6d, 



** A very practical manuid, based on ex- 
perience and careful observation, full of 



excellent hints on a most dangerous dis« 
ease." — Standard. 
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Science — continued, 

THE INTEBNATIONAIj SdENTIPIC SERIES. 

Fourth Edition. 

I. THE FORMS OP WATER IN RAIN AND RIVERS, ICE 
AND GLACIERS. By J. Tyndall, LL.D., F.B.S. With 26 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Price 5j. 

Second Edition. 

II. PHYSICS AND POLITICS ; or, Thoughts on the Application 
OF the Principles of " Natural Selection " and ** Inheritance ^^ 
TO Political Society. By Walter Bag^ehot. Crown 8vo. Price 4J. 

Third Edition. 

III. FOODS. By Dr. Edward Smith. Profusely Illustr^ed. Priee 5^. 

Third Edition. 

IV. MIND AND BODY : The Theories of their Relations. By 
Alexander Bain, LL.D., Professor of Logic at the University of 
Aberdeen. Four Illustrations. Price 4J. 

Third Edition. 

V. THE STUDY OF SOCIOLOGY. By Herbert Spencer. 

Crown 8yo. Price 51. 

Second Edition. 

VI. ON THE CONSERVATION OF ENERGY. By Professor 
Balfour Stewart. Fourteen Engravings. Price 5^. 

Second Edition. 

VII. ANIMAL LOCOMOTION;- or, Walking, Swimming, and Flying. 
By Dr. J. B. Fettigrew, M.D., F.B.S. 119 Illustrations. Price 5^. 

Second Edition. 

VIII. RESPONSIBILITY IN MENTAL DISEASE. By Dr. 
Henry Maudsley. Price 5^. 

Second Edition. 

IX. THE NEW CHEMISTRY. By Professor Josiah P. 
Cooke, of the Harvard University. Illustrated. Price 5^. 

X. THE SCIENCE OF LAW. By Professor Sheldon Amos. 

\yust ready. 
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The International Scientific Series — continued. 



FORTHCOMING VOLUMES. 



Prof. E. J. MAREY. 

The Animal Frame. 



[/« the Press. 



Frof. OSOAB SCHMIDT (Strasbur^ Univ.). 
The Theory of Descent and Darwinism. 

\In the Press. 

Prof. VOGESIi (Polytechnic Acad, of Berlin). 
The Chemical Effects of Light. 

[/« the Press. 

Prof. IjONMEIj (University of Erlangen). 
Optics. [/« the Press. 

j Rev. M. J. BBRKEUEY, M«A., P.I1.S., 
t and M. COOKS, MJL, IiZi.D. 

Fungi ; theif Nature, Influences, and Uses. 

Prof. W. KINGDOM CLIPFORD, M.A. 
The First Principles of the Exact Sciences 
explained to the non-mathematical. 

. Prof. T. H. UUXIjEY, I1I1.D., F.B.S. 
Bodily Motion and Consciousness. 

Dr. W. B. CABPBNTISB, IiIi.D., F.B.S. 
ITie Physical Geography of the Sea. 

Prof. WHiIilAM ODIiINa, F.R.S. 

The Old Chemistry viewed from the new 
Standpoint. 

W. IiATOBR LINDSAY, M.D., F.R.S.3B. 
Mind in the Lower Animals. 

Sir JOHN liXTBBOCK, Bart., F.R.S. 
The Antiquity of Man. 

Prol W. T. THISKIiTON DYBSR, B.A., 
B.SC. 
Form and Habit in Flowering Plants. 

Mr. J. N. IiOOKTXR, F.RS. 
Spectrum Analysis. 

Prof. MICHABIi FOSTER, M.D. 
Protoplasm and the Cell Theory. 

Prof. W. STANLEY JEVONS. 

Money : and the Mechanism of Exchange. 

Dr. H. CHARLTON BASTIAN, M.D., 
F.RS. 
The Brain as an Organ of Mind. 

Prof. A. C. RAMSAY, LL.D.. F.RS. 

Earth Sculpture: Hills, Valleys, Moun- 
tains, Plains, Rivers, Lakes ; how they 
were Produced, and how they have been 
Destroyed. 



Prot RXTDOLPHVIRCHOW (Berlin Univ.) 
Morbid Physiological Action. 

Prof. CLAUDE BERNARD. 

Physical and Metaphysical Phenomena oC 
Life. 

Prof. H. SAINTE-CLAIRE DEVILLE. 
An Introduction to General Chemistry. 

Prof. WURTZ. 

Atoms and the Atomic Theory. . 

Pro£ DE QUATREFAGES. 
The Negro Races.. 

Prol LACAZE-DUTHIERS. 
Zoology since Cuvier. 

Prof. BERTHELOT. 

Chemical Synthesis. 

Prof. J. ROSENTHAL. 

General Physiology of Muscles and Nerves. 

Prof. JAMES D. DANA, M.A., LL.D. 
On Cephalization ; or, Head-Characters in 
the Gradation and Progress of Life. 

Prof. S. W. JOHNSON, M.A. 
On the Nutrition of Plants. 

Prof. AUSTIN FLINT, Jr. M.D. 

The Nervous System and its Relation to 
the Bodily Functions. 

Prof. W. D. WHITNEY. 
Modem Linguistic Science. 

Prof. BERNSTEIN (University of HaHe). 
Physiology of the Senses. 

Prof. FERDINAND COHN(BreslauUniv.}. 

Thallophytes (Algae, Lichens, Fungi). 

Prol HERMANN (University of Zurich). 
Respiration. 

Prof. LEUCKART (University of LeipsicX 
Outlines of Animal Organization. 

Prof. LIEBREICH (University of Beiiin). 
Outlines of Toxicology. 

Prof. KTJNDT (University of Strasbur^^. 
On Sound. 

Prof. REES (University of Erlangen). 
On Parasitic Plants. 

Prof. STEINTHAL (University ©fBerlioX 
Outlines of the Science of Langtoage. 



65, Cornhill; ^ 12, Paternoster Roiv^ London, 

Digitized by CjOOQIC 



lO 



Works Published by Henry S, King 6- Co., 



ESS A YS, LECTURES, AND COLLECTED PAPERS. 



IN STRANGE COMPANY; or, The Note Book of a Roving Correspondent. 
By James Greenwood, ''The Amateur Casual." Second Edition. 
Crown 8yo. 6s. 

•'A bright, lively book." — Standard. | "Some of the papers remind us of 
*' Has all the interest of romance."— Charles Lamb on beggars and chimney 
Queen, \ sweeps." — EcJto, 

MASTER-SPIRITS. By Bobert Buchanan. Post 8vo. ioj. (id, 

** Good Bodes arc the precious life-blood of Master-Spirits." — Milton. 

" Written with a beauty (rf language and 
a spirit of vigorous enthusiasm rare even in 
our best living word-painters." — Standard. 

"Mr. Buchanan is a writer whose books 
the critics may always open with satisfac- 
tion . . . both manly and artistic." — Hour. 



" Full of fresh and vigorous writing, such 
as can only be produced by a man of keen 
and independent intellect." — Saturday Re- 
view. 

" A very pleasant and readable book." — 
Examiner. 



THEOLOGY IN THE ENGLISH POETS; Cowper, Coleridge, 
Wordsworth, and Burns. Being Lectures delivered by the Kev. 
Stopford A. Brooke, Chaplain in Ordinary to Her Majesty the Queen. 
Crown 8yo. gs, 

SHORT LECTURES ON THE LAND LAWS. Delivered before the 
Working Men's College. By T. Lean Wilkinson. Crown 8vo, 
limp cloth. 2s. 

*' A very handy and intelligible epitome of the general principles of existing land 
laws. " — Standard, 

AN ESSAY ON THE CULTURE OF THE OBSERVING 
POWERS OF CHILDREN, especially in connection with the Study 
of Botany. By Eliza A. Toumans. Edited, with Notes and a 
Supplement, by Joseph Payne, F.C.P., Author of "Lectures on the 
Science and Art of Education," &c. Crown 8vo. 2j. (>d, 

"This study, according to her just notions examine the properties of plants and 

on the subject, is to be fundamentally flowers at first hand, not merely to be 

based on the exercise of the pupil's own informed of what others have seen and 

powers of observation. He is to see and examined." — PaU Mall Gazette, 



THE GENIUS OF CHRISTIANITY UNVEILED. Being Essays 
by William Godwin, Author of ** Political Justice," &c Never before 
published. I vol. Crown 8vo. 7^. (>d. 



"Few have thought more clearly and 
directly than William Godwin, or expressed 
their reflections with more simplicity and 
unreserve." — Examiner, 



"The deliberate thoughts of Godwin 
deserve to be put before the world for 
reading and consideration." — Athenaum, 
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MILITARY WORKS, 



RUSSIA'S ADVANCE EASTWARD; Translated from the German of 
Lieut. Stumm. By Lt. C. £. H. Vincent, i vol. Crown 8vo. 
With a Map. 

THE VOLUNTEER, THE MILITIAMAN, AND THE 
REGULAR SOLDIER; a Conservative View of the Armies of 
England, Past, Present, and Future, as Seen in January, 1874. By 
A Public School Boy. i vol. Crown Svo. 

THE OPERATIONS OF THE FIRST ARMY, UNDER STEIN- 
METZ. By Ittajor von Schell. Translated by Captain E. O. 
Hollist. Demy Svo. Uniform with the other volumes in the Series. 
Price loj. (yd, 

THE OPERATIONS OF THE FIRST ARMY UNDER GEN. 
VON GOEBEN. By Major von Schell. Translated by Col. C. 
H. von Wright. Four Maps. Demy Svo. Price 9^. 

THE OPERATIONS OF THE FIRST ARMY IN NORTHERN 
FRANCE AGAINST FAIDHERBE. By Colonel Count Her- 
mann von Wartensleben, Chief of the Staff of the First Army. 
Translated by Colonel 0. H. von Wright. In demy Svo. Uniform 
with the above. Price 9J. 



"Very clear^ simple, yet eminently in- 
structive^ is this history. It is not over- 
laden with useless details, is written in 
good taste, and possesses the inestimable 



value of b/sing in great measure the record 
of operations actually witnessed by the 
author, supplemented by official docu- 
ments." — A thetugufft. 

THE GERMAN ARTILLERY IN THE BATTLES NEAR METZ. 

Based on the official reports of the German Artillery. By Captain 

Hoffbauer, Instructor in the German Artillery and Engineer School. 

Translated by Capt. E. O. HoUist. [Preparing, 

THE OPERATIONS OF THE BAVARIAN ARMY CORPS. By 

Captain Hug^o Helvigp. Translated by Captain G. S. Schwabe. 

With 5 large Maps. Demy Svo. In 2 vols. Price 24-f. Uniform with 

the other Books in the Series. 
AUSTRIAN CAVALRY EXERCISE. From an Abridged Edition 

compiled by Captain Illia Woinovits, of the General Staff, on the 

Tactical Regulations of the Austrian Army, and prefaced by a General 

Sketch of the Organisation, &c., of the Country. Translated by Captain 

W. S. Cooke. Crown Svo, cloth. Price 'js. 

History of the Organisation ^ Equipment^ and War Services of 

THE REGIMENT OF BENGAL ARTILLERY. CompUed from 
Published Official and other Records, and various private sources, by 
Higor Francis W. Stubbs, Royal (late Bengal) Artillery. Vol. I. 
will contain War Services. The Second Volume will be published 
separately, and will contain the History of the Organisation and 
Equipment of the Regiment. In 2 vols. Svo. With Maps and 
Plans. , [Preparing, 
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Military Works — continued. 
VICTORIES AND DEFEATS. An Attempt to explain the Causes which 
have led to them. An Officer's Manual By Col. R. P. Anderson. 
Demy 8vo. Price 14J. 

" The present book proves that he is a j ways at hand to open an3nsrherc and read 
diligent student of military history, his a bit, and we warrant him that let that 
illustrations ranging over a wide field, and j bit be ever *o small it will give hini 
including ancient and modern Indian and 1 material for an hour's thinking." — United 
European warfare." — Statidard. Service Gazette. 

"The young officer should have it al- I 

THE FRONTAL ATTACK OF INFANTRY. By Capt. Laymann, 

Instructor of Tactics at the Military College, Neisse. Translated by 
Colonel Edward Newdigate. Crown 8vo, limp cloth. Price zs. 6d. 

** An exceedingly useful kind of book. how these were modified in the course «f 
A valuable acquisition to the military the campaign by the terrible and unantici- 
student's library. It recounts, in the first 
place, the opinions and tactical formations 



^ „ by t 

pated effect of the fire ; and how, ac- 
cordingly, troops should be trained to attack 



e opi 

which regulated the German army during | in future wars." — Naval atid Military 
the early battles of the late war ; explains i Gazette. 

ELEMENTARY MILITARY GEOGRAPHY, RECONNOITRING, 
AND SKETCHING. Compiled for Non- Commissioned Officers and 
Soldiers of all Arms. By Lieut. C. E. H. Vincent, Royal Welsh 
Fusiliers. Small crown 8vo. Price 2s. (>d. 



by giving, in terse and sensible language^ 
definitions of varieties of ground and the ad- 
vantages they present in warfare, together 
with a number of useful hints in military 
sketching. " — Naval and Military Gazette. 



* This manual takes into view the neces- 
sity of every soldier knowing how to read 
a military map, in order to know to what 
points in an enemy's country to direct his 
attention ; and provides for this necessity 

THREE WORKS BY LIEUT.-COL. THE HON. A. ANSON, 
V.C, M.P. 

The Abolition of Purchase and the I Army Reserves and Militia' Reforms. 
Army Regulation Bill of 1871. Crown I Crown 8vo. Sewed. Price One Shilling. 

8vo. Price One Shilling. I The Story of the Supersessions, Crown 

I 8vo. Price Sixpence. 

STUDIES IN THE NEW INFANTRY TACTICS. Parts I. & IL 
By Major W. von Schereff. Translated from the German by Col. 
Lumley Graham. Price 7j. (>d. 



ably treated ; indeed, we cannot but con- 
sider it to be decidedly superior to any 
work which has hitherto appeared in Eng- 
lish upon this all-important subject." — 
Standard. 



' The subject of the respective advan- 
tages of attack and defence, and of the 
methods in which each form of battle 
should be carried out under the fire of 
modem arms, is exhaustively and admir- 

Second Edition. Revised and Corrected. 
TACTICAL DEDUCTIONS FROM THE WAR OF X870— 71. By 
Captain A. von Boguslawski. Translated by Colonel Lumley 
Grabam, late i8th (Royal Irish) Regiment. Demy 8vo. Uniform with 
the above. Price 7^. 



' We must, without delay, impress 



the German Armies' and 'Tactical Deduc- 
tions') we have here criticised, in every 
military library, and introducing them as 
class-books in every tactical • school " — 
United Service Gazette. 



brain and forethought into the British 
Service; and we cannot commence the 
good work too soon, or better, than by 
placing the two books (' The Operations of 

THE OPERATIONS OF THE SOUTH ARMY IN JANUARY 
AND FEBRUARY, X871. Compiled from the Official War Docu- 
ments of the Head -quarters of the Southern Army. By Count Hermann 
von Wartensleben, Colonel in the PrussianGeneral Staff. Translated 
by Colonel C. H. von Wright. Demy 8vo, with Maps. Uniform 

with the above. Price 6j. 
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Military Works — continued, 

THE ARMY OF THE NORTH-GERMAN CONFEDERATION. 

A Brief Description of its Organisation, of the different Branches of the 
Service and their **R61e" in War, of its Mode of Fighting, &c. By a 
Prussian General. Translated from the German by Col. Edward 
Newdigate. ' Demy 8vo. Price 5^. 



** The work is quite essential to the full 
use of the other volumes of the 'German 
Military Series,'. which Messrs. King are 
now producing in handsome imiform style.*' 
— United Service Magazine. 

*' Every page of the book deserves at- 



tentive study .... The information given 
on mobilisation, garrison troops, keeping 
up establishment ^luring war, and on the 
employment of the different branches of 
the service, is of great ya\o&."—Standard, 



THE OPERATIONS OF THE GERMAN ARMIES IN FRANCE, 
FROM SEDAN TO THE END OF THE WAR OF 1870-71. 
With Large Official Map. From the Journals of the Head-quarters Staff, 
by Major Wm. Blume. Translated by E. M. Jones, Major 20th 
Foot, late Professor of Military History, Sandhurst. Demy 8vo. Price 9J. 

" The book is of absolute necessity to the 
military student. . . . The work is one 
of high merit." — United Service Gazette. 

** The work of Major von Blume in its 
English dress forms the most valuable 
addition to our stock of works upon 

HASTY INTRENCHMENTS. By Colonel A. Brialmont. Trans- 
lated by Lieutenant Charles A. Empson, It.A. Demy 8vo. Nine 

Plates. Price 6j. < 



the war that our press has put forth. 
Our space forbids our doing more than 
commending it earnestly as the most au- 
thentic and instructive narrative of the 
second section of the war that has yet 
appeared." — Saturday Review. 



"A valuable contribution to military 
literature .' ' — A tJienceum. 

"In seven short chapters it gives plain 
directions for forming shelter -trenches, 
with the best method of carrying the neces- 
sary tools, and it offers practical illustrations 
of the useof hasty intrenchments on the field 
of battle. "— Untied Service Magazine. 



** It supplies that which our own text- 
books give but imperfectly, viz., hints as 
to how a position can best be stren^ened 
by means ... of such extemporised in- 
trenchments and batteries as can be thrown 
up by infantry in the space of four or five 
hours . . . deserves to become a standard 
military work." — Standard. 



STUDIES IN LEADING TROOPS. By Colonel von Verdy Du 
Vemois. An authorised and accurate Translation by Lieutenant 
H. J. T. Hildyard, 71st Foot. Parts I. and II. Demy 8vo. Price 7j. 



*«• General Beauchamp Walker says 
of this work: — "I recommend the first 
two numbers of Colonel von Verdy's 
* Studies ' to the attentive perusal of my 
brother officers. They supply a want 
which I have often felt during my service 
in this country, namely, a minuter tactical 
detail of the minor operations of war 
than any but the most observant and for- 



tunately-placed staff-officer is in a position 
to give. I have read and re-read them 
very carefully, I hope with profit, certainly 
with great interest, and believe that prac- 
tice, in the sense of these ' Studies,' would 
be a valuable preparation for manoeuvres 
on a more extended scale." — Berlin, June, 
1872. 



CAVALRY FIELD DUTY. By Major-General von Minis. Trans- 
lated by Captain Frank S. Kussell, 14th (King's) Hussars. Crown 
8vo, limp cloth. Price *js, 6d, 

DISCIPLINE AND DRILL. Four Lectures delivered to the London 
Scottish Rifle Volunteers. By Captain S. Flood Page. A New and 
Cheaper Edition. Price is. 



** An admirable collection of lectures.' 
^Times. 



" The very useful and interesting work.'* 
—Volunteer Service Gazette. 
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INDIA AND THE EAST. 



THE THREATENED FAMINE IN BENGAL ; How it may be 
Met, and the Recurrence of Famines in India prevented. 
Being No. I of "Occasional Notes on Indian Affairs." By Sir H. 
Bartle S. Frere, 6.C3.9 G.G.S.I., &c. &c. Crown 8vo. With 
3 Maps. Price 5^. 

THE ORIENTAL SPORTING MAGAZINE. A Reprint of the first 
5 Volumes, in 2 Volumes, demy 8vo. Price 2&f. 

world in their native jangle. It is seldom 



" Lovers of sport will find ample amuse- 
~ment in the varied contents of these two 
volumes." — Allen's Indian Mail. 

** Full of interest for the sportsman and 
naturalist. Full of thrilling adventures of 
sportsmen who have attacked the fiercest 
and most gigantic specimens of the animal 



we eet so many exciting incidents in a 
simiUr amount of space . . . Well suited to 
the libraries of cotmtry gentlemen and all 
those who are interested in sporting mat- 
ters." — Civil Service Gazette. 



THE EUROPEAN IN INDIA. A Hand-book of Practicallnformation 
for those proceeding to, or residing in, the East Indies, relating to Outfits, 
Routes, Time for Departure, Indian Climate, &c. By Edmund C. P. 
Hull. With a Medical Guide for Anglo-Indians. Being a Com- 
pendium of Advice to Europeans in India, relatingto the Preservation and 
Regulation of Health. By R. S. Mair, M.I>., P.B.C.S.E., late 
Deputy Coroner of Madras. In i vol. Post 8vo. Price 63". 

supplies a want which few persons may 
have discovered, but which everybody 
will at once recognise when once the con- 
tents of the book have been mastered. 
The medical part of the work is invalu- 
able." — Calcutta Guardian, 



** Full of all sorts of useful information 
to the English settler or traveller in India." 
'StoMdard. 

*' One of the most valuable books ever 
published in India— valuable for its sound 
mformationj its careful array of pertinent 
facts, and its sterling common sense. It 



THE MEDICAL GUIDE FOR ANGLO-INDIANS. Being a Com- 
pendium of advice to Europeans in India, relating to the Preservation 
and Regulation of Health. By B. S. Mair, F.B.C.S.E., late Deputy 
Coroner of Madras. Reprinted, with numerous additions and corrections, 
from "The European in India." 

EASTERN BrXPERIENCES. By L. Bowring, G.S.I., Lord Cannmg's 
Private Secretary, and for many years the Chief Commissioner of Mysore 
and Coorg. In I vol Demy 8vo. Price 16^. Illustrated with Maps 
and Diagrams. 



**An admirable and exhaustive geo- 
graphical, political, and industrial survey." 
— Athenaum. 

''This compact and methodical sum- 
mary of the most authentic information 
relating to countries whose welfare is 



intimately connected with our own." — 
Daily News. 

** Interesting even to the general reader, 
but more especially so to those who may 
have a special concern in that portion of 
our Indian Empire." — Post, 
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India and the ^AST-^ontinued, 

TAS-HIL UL KALAM; or, Hindustani Made Easy. By Captain 
W. B. M. Holroyd^ Bengal Staff Corp*, Director of Public Instruction, 
Punjab. Crown 8vo. Price $s. 



* * As clear and as instructive as possible." 
** Ccoitains a great deal of most necessary 



infbnnatioii, that is not to be fotmd in any- 
other work on the subject that has crossed 
our path.'* — Homeward Mail. 



Second £diti<». 

WESTERN INDIA BEFORE AND DURING THE MUTINIES. 
Pictures drawn from Life. By Major-Gten. Sir George Le Qrand 
Jacobs X.C.iS.I., C.B. In i vol Crown 8vo. Price yj. 6^. 

** Few men more competent than him- 
self to speak authoritatively concerning 
Indian affiuis.'-—>SA»iNl«n^. 



''The most important contribution to 
the history of Western India during the 
Mutinies whidi has yet, in a popular 
form, been made ^pvitiiic**—Atkena$tm, 



EDUCATIONAL COURSE OF SECULAR SCHOOL BOOKS 
FOR INDIA. Edited by J. S. I^tirie, of the Inner Temple, Barrister- 
at-Law; formerly H.M. Inspector of Schools, England; Assistant Royal 
Commissioner, Ireland; Special Commissioner, African Settlements; 
Director of Public Instruction, Ceylon. 



** These valuable little works will prove 
of real service to many of our readers, 
especially to those who mtead entering the 



Civil Service of India." — Civil Service 
Gazette, 



The following Works are novo ready: — 



*. d, 
THIB FIBST HINDt7S!0Am 

BIBADKB, stiff linen wrapper . .06 
Ditto ditto strongly b«und in cloth . o 9 
THS 8XSC0ND HINDUSTAlTI 

BSADEB, stiff linen wrapper . .06 
Ditto ditto strongly bound in cloth . o 9 



s.d. 



GBOCFBAFHY OF INDIA, with 
Mft]^ and Historical Appendix, 
tracmg tiie ^owth of the British 
Empire in Hindustan. 128 pp. 
Cloth .16 



In the Press. 

SUCMBKTABY aXOaRAPHY OF I FACTS AND FBATXneiSB OF XNDLfiiN 
INDIA. BISTOBY, in a series of alternating 

I Reading Lessons and Memory Exercises. 

EXCHANGE TABLES OF STERLING AND INDIAN RUPEE 
CURRENCY, UPON a new and extended system, embracing Values 
from One Farthing to One Hundred Thousand Pounds, and at rates pro- 

Sessing, in Sixteenths of a Penny, from u. 9^. to 2J. j^. per Rupee. By 
onafd Fraser, Accountant to the British Indian Steam Navigation Co. 
Limited. Royal Svo. Price lor. 6flf. 



*'The calculations must have oitatled 
^eat labour on the author, but the work 
IS one which we £ancy must become a 
s t a ndar d one in all busmess houses which 



have dealinffs with any country where the 
rupee and Xsat English poiuid are standard 
corns of currency. —/«ww«» Courier. 
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BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG AND FOR LENDING 
LIBRARIES. 



AUNT MARY'S BRAN PIE. By the Author of " St. Okve V " When I 
was a Little Girl," &c. [In the Press. 

BY STILL WATERS. A Story in One Volume. By Edward Garrett. 

[Preparing. 

WAKING AND WORKING; OR, FROM GIRLHOOD TO 
WOMANHOOD. By Mrs. G. S. Beaney. i vol. Crown 8vo. 
Illustrated. [Preparing. 

PRETTY LESSONS IN VERSE FOR GOOD CHILDREN, 
viiih. some Lessons in Latin, in Easy Rhyme. By Sara Coleridge. A 
New Edition. [Preparinf^, 

\ NEW WORKS BY HESBA STRETTON. 

"TCASSY. A New Story, by Hesba Stretton. Square crown 8vo, Illus- 
trated, uniform with **Lost Gip." Price is. 6d. 

THE KING'S SERVANTS. By Hesba Stretton, Author of "Lost 
Gip." Square crown 8vo, uniform with **Lost Gip." 8 Illustrations. 
Price IS. td. 

Part I.— Faithful in Little. Part II.— Uafaithful. Part III. —Faithful in Much. 

Al-OST GIP. By Hesba Stretton, Author of "Little Meg," "Alone in 
London." Square crown 8vo. Six Illustrations. Price is. 6d. 
%• A HANDSOMELY BOUND EDITION, WITH TWELVE ILLUSTRA- , 
TIONS, PRICE HALF-A-CROWN. 

DADDY'S PET. By Mrs. Ellen Boss (Nelsie Brook). Square crown 
8vo, tmiform with ** Lost Gip." 6 Illustrations. Price is. 

** Wc have been more than pleased with I " Full of deep feeling and true and noble 
this simple bit of writing." — Christian I sentiment." — Brighton Gazette. 
World. I 

SEEKING HIS FORTUNE, AND OTHER STORIES. Crown 8vo. 
Four Illustrations. Price 3^. dd. 

Contents.— Seeking his Fortune. — Oluf and Stephanoff.— What's in a Name?— 
Contrast. — Onesta. 

Jy- Three Works by Martha Farquharson. 

I. ELSIE DINSMORE. Crown 8vo. 3j. 6rf. 
^11. ELSIE'S GIRLHOOD. Crown 8vo. ^s. (id, 

NlIL ELSIE'S HOLIDAYS AT ROSELANDS. Crown 8vo. 3^. (>d. 
Each Story is independent and complete in itself. They are published in uniform 
size and price, and are elegantly bound and illustrated. 

, THE AFRICAN CRUISER. A Midshipman's Adventures on the Wesc 
Coast. A Book for Boys. By S. AVhitchurch Sadler, B.N., Author 
of ** Marshall y a vasour." Illustrations. Crown 8 vo. y. (yd. 



''A capital story of youthful adventure. 
. . . Sea-loving boys will find few pleasanter 
gift books this season than 'The African 
Cruiser. ' " — Hour. 



*' Sea yams have alwajrs been in favour 
with boys, but this, written m a brisk style 
by a thorough sailor, is crammed full of 
adventures. " — Times. 
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Books for the Young, etc.— continued. 

THE LITTLE WONDER-HORN. By Jean Ingrelow. A Second 
Series of ** Stories told to a Child,'' Fifteen Illustrations. Cloth, gilt. 
Zs.6d. 



" We like all the contents of the * Little 
Wonder-Horn ' very much." — AtheTueum. 

•** We recommend it with confidence." — 
Pall Mall Gazette, 



" Full of fresh and vigorous fancy : it is 
worthy of the author of some of the best of 
our modern verse." — Standard, 



BRAVE MEN'S FOOTSTEPS. A Book of Example and Anecdote for 
Young People. Second Edition. By the Editor of " Men who have 
Risen." With Four Illustrations, by C. Doyle. 3^. 6^. 

"A readable and instructive volume."— choosing a gift for a boy, would consult his 

Examiner. moral development as well as his temporary 

"The little volume is precisely of the 
stamp to win the favour of those whoy in 



pleasure."— -^aiTy Telegraph, 



PLUCKY FELLOWS. A Book for Boys. By Stephen J. Mac Kenna. 

With Six Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 3^. (>d. 



* This tt one of the very best * Books for 
Boys ' which have been issued ihis year. " — 
Morning Advertiser. 

**A thorough book for boys . , . written 



throughout in a manly straightforward 
manner that b sure to win the hearts of the 
children." — London Society. 



GUTTA-PERCHA WILLIE, THE WORKING GENIUS. By 
George Macdonald. With Illustrations .by Arthur Hughes. Crown 
8vo. Second Edition. 3^. 6d, 

** The cleverest child we know assures us I accept that verdict upon his little work as 
she has read this story through five times. final." — Spectator. 
Mr. Macdonald will, we are convinced, j 

THE TRAVELLING MENAGERIE. By Charles Camden, Author 
of "Hoity Toity." Illustrated by J. Mahoney. Crown 8vo. 3J. 6</. 

" A capital little book .... deserves k \ "A very attractive story." — Public 
wide circulation among our boys and girls." I Opinion^ 
—Hour, I 

THE DESERT PASTOR, JEAN JAROUSSEAU. Translated from 
the French of Eugene Pelletan. By Colonel E. P. De L'Hoste. 

In fcap. 8yo, with an Engraved Frontispiece. New Edition. 3^. (id. 



'* A touching record of the struggles in 
the cause of religious liberty ola real 
man." — Graphic. 

^' There is a poetical simplicity and pic- 
then. *■ ' • 



tentious religion ; pure love, and the 
spectacle of a household brought up in the 

fear of the Lord **— Illustrated 

London News, 
turesqueness ; the noblest heroism; unpre- 

THE DESERTED SHIP. A Real Story of the Atlantic. By Cupples 
Howe, Master Mariner. Illustrated by Townley Green. Crown 8vo. 
y, (id, 

** Curious adventures with bears, seals, I material with which the story deals, and 
and other Arctic animals, and with scarcely will much interest boys who have a spice 
more human Esquimaux, form the mass of | of romance in their composition.'' — Courant. 

HOITY TOITY, THE GOOD LITTLE FELLOW. By Charles 
Camden. Illustrated. Crown 8yo. 3^. 6d, 

** Relates very pleasantly tlie history of I affairs and helps them to do right. There 
a charming little fellow who meddles always I are many shrewd lessons to be picked up jn 
with a kindly disposition with other people's | this clever little story." — Public Opinion. 
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Books for the Young, etc. — continued, 

SLAVONIC FAIRY TALES. From Russian, Servian, Polish, and 
Bohemian Sources. Translated by John T. Naak6. Crown 8yo. 
Illustrated. Price 5j. 

AT SCHOOL WITH AN OLD DRAGOON. By Stephen J. 
Mac Xenna. Crown 8vo. Six Illustrations. Price 5x. 



4- 



' Consisting almost entirely of startling 
stories of military adventure . . . Boys will 
find them sufficiently exciting reading." — 
Times. 

" These jrams give some very roirited 
and interesting descriptions of soldiering 
in various parts of the world." — Spectator, 

FANTASTIC STORIES. Translated from the German of Bichard 
Leander, by Paulina B. Granville. Crown 8vo. Eight full-page 
Illustrations, by M. £. Fraeer-Tytler. Price 5j. 

"Short, quainL and, as they are fitly I "'Fantastic' is certainlytbe right epithet 
' ' ttlc, the^ . . . . " . - . , „ 



** Mr. Mac Kenna's former woric, * Plucky 
Fellows/ is already a general iavourite, and 
those who read the stories of the (^ 
Dragoon will find that he has still plenty of 
materials at hand for pleasant tales, and 
has lost none of his power in tdling them 
well." — StandartL 



called, fantastic, they deal with all manner I to apply to some of these strange tales.' 
of subjects." — Guardian. I Examiner 

Third Edition. 

STORIBS IN PRECIOUS STONES. By Heton Zinunem. With 
Six Illustrations. Crown 8yo. Price 5^. 



** A series of pretty tales which are half 
fantastic, half natural, and pleasantly 
quaint, as befits stories intended for the 
yomig."-'I>ieufy TeUgre^hn 



'A pretty little book which fanciful 
young persons will appreciate, and wiiich 
win remind its readers'of many a legend, and 
many an imaginary virtue attached to the 
gems they are so fond of wearing." — Post. 

THE GREAT DUTCH ADMIRALS. By Jacob de liiefde. Crown 

8vo. Illustrated. Price 5j. 

" May be recommended as a wholesome I *' A really good book."^5'AuiMim/. 



present for boys. They will find in it nu- "A really excellent book."— 5]^(C-/kt/0r. 

mcrous tales of adventure."-— ^/A^ff^BMW. | 

PHANTASMION. A Fairy Romance^ A new Edition. By Sara Cole- 
ridge. With an Introductory Preface by the Bight Son. Lord 
Coleridge of Ottery S. Mary. In i voL Crown Svo. Price ^s, 6d, 

LAYS OP A KNIGHT ERRANT JLN MANY LANDS. By Sigor- 
General Sir Vincent Eyre, C.B., 0«G.S.I., &c. Square crown 
Svo. Six Illustrations. Price *js, 6d, 

Pharaoh Land. Wonder Land. 

Home Land. Rhine Land. 

BEATRICE AYLMER AND OTHER TALES. By the Author of 
**Brompton Rectory." i vol. Crown Svo. [Preparing, 

THE TASMANIAN LILY. By James Bonwiok. Crown Svo. 
Illustrated. Price 5^. 

•'An interesting and useful work."— I conceived, and are full of those touches 
Hour. which give them a natural appearance." — 

* * The characters of the story are caiHtally | Public Opinion. 

MIKE HOWE, THE BUSHRANGER OF VAN DIEMEN'S 
LAND. By James Bonwick, Author of ** The Tasmanian Lily,'* &c. 
Crown Svo. With a Frontispiece. 



' He illustrates the career of the bush- 
ranger half a century ago; and this he 
does in a highly creditable manner ; his 
delineations of hfe in the bush are, to say 



the least, ezi^fuisite, and his representations 
of character are very marked." — Edinburgh 
Courant, 
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WORKS BY ALFRED TENNYSON, D.G.L., 

Poet Laurbate. 
THE CABINET EDITION. 

Messrs. Henry S. King& Co. have the pleasure to announce that 
they will immediately issue an Edition of the Laureate's works, in 
Ten Monthly Volumes^ foolscap 8vo, to be entitled " The Cabinet 
Edition," at Half-a-Crown eachy which will contain the whole of 
Mr. Tennyson's works. The first volume will be illustrated by a 
beautiful Photographic Portrait, and subsequent Volumes will each 
contain a Frontispiece. They will be tastefully bound in Crimson 
Cloth, and will be issued in the following order : — 



Vol Vol 

1. EABLYFOEKB. 

2. ENGLISH IDYLLS ft OTHEE POEXS. 
8. LOCESLEY HALL ft OTHER POHKS. 
4. AYLHEB'S FIELD ft OTHER POEHS. 
fi. IDYLLS OP THE XING. 



6. IDYLLS OP THE SIKG. 

7. IDYLL OP THE SZSfi. 
^THE PEZN0E6S. 
9y M ATTD AHD ENOCH ARDEN. 

lOirnEsaBiAX. 



Subscribers' names jreceived by aU Booksellers. 



PRICK. 
S, d. 

POEMS. Small 8to 90 

y^MAUD AND OTHER POEMS. Small 8vo. 50 

.yXHE PRINCESS. Small 8vo 50 

IDYLLS OF THE KING. Small 8vo 70 

,, ,, Collected. Small Svo Z2 o 

ENOCH ARDEN, &c. Small Svo. 60 

THE HOLY GRAIL, AND OTHER POEMS. Small Svo 70 

GARETH AND LYNETTE. Sriiall Svo 50 

SELECTIONS FROM THE ABOVE WORKS. Square Svo, cloth extra . .50 
SONGS FROM THE ABOVE WORKS. Square Svo, cloth extra . . ..50 

IN MEMORIAM. Small Svo 60 

LIBRARY EDITION OF MR. TENNYSON'S WORKS. 6 vols. Post Svo, each 10 6 
POCKET VOLUME EDITION OF MR. TENNYSON'S WORKS. lovok., in 

neat case 45 o 

„ gilt edges , . . . . 50 o 

THE WINDOW ; OR, THE SONGS OF THE WRENS. A Series of Songs. 

By Alfred Tennyson. With Music by Arthur Sullivan. 4to, cloth, gilt extra 21 o 
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POETRY. 

LYRICS OP LOVE, Selected and arranged from Shakspeare to Tennyson, 
by W. Davenport Adams. Fcap. 8vo. Price 3j. 6d. 

**We cannot too highly commend this I "Carefully selected and elegantly got 
work, delightful in its contents and so pretty up. , It is particularly rich in poems from 
in its outward adomings."—iVfl«^ar</. I livmg writers." — John Bull. 

WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT^S POEMS. Red-line Edition. Hand- 
somely bound. With Illustrations and Portrait of the Author. Price 7j. 6^. 
A Cheaper Edition is also published. Price 31. dd. 

These are the only complete English Editions sanctioned by the Author. 

ENGLISH SONNETS. Collected and Arranged by John Dennis. 
Small crown 8vo. Elegantly bound. Price 3J. 6d. 

* An exquisite selection, a selection which 
iry lover of poetry will consult again ar-" 
again with delight. The notes are vei 



•very lover of poetry will consult again and 
again with delight. The notes arc verv 
useful. . . . The volume is one for which 



English literature owes Mr. Dennis the 
heartiest ^hanks." — Spectator. 
iho 



"Mr. Dennis has shown great judgment 
in this stilKXxoTi,"— Saturday Review. 



Second Edition. 

HOME-SONGS FOR QUIET HOURS. By the Bev. Canon B. H. 
Baynes, Editor of "English Lyrics "and **Lyra Anglicana." Hand- 
somely printed and bound. Price 3^. 6d, 

POEMS. By Annette P. C. Knight. Fcap. 8vo. [Preparijtg. 

POEMS. By the Bev. J. W. A. Taylor. Fcap. 8vo. [/« the Press. 

ALEXANDER THE GREAX- A Dramatic Poem. By Aubrey de 
Vere, Author of "The Legends of St. Patrick," &c. Crown 8vo. 

[Nearly ready, 

THE DISCIPLES. A New Poem. By Harriet Eleanor Hamilton 
King. Crown 8vo. Price ^s. 6d. 

ASPROMONTE, AND OTHER POEMS. Second Edition. Cloth, /^.6d. 

Execution of Felice Orsini,' has much 



"The volume is anonymous, but there 
is no reason for the author to be ashamed 
of it. The * Poems of Italy 'are evidently 
inspired by genuine enthusiasm in the 
cause espousMl ; and one of them, * The 



poetic merit, the event celebrated being 
told with dramatic force." — Athenarum. 

"The verse is fluent and free." — Spec- 
tator. 



SONGS FOR MUSIC. By Four Friends. Square crown 8vo. Price 5x. 

CONTAINING SONGS BY 

Reginald A. Gatty. Stephen H. Gatty. 

Greville J. Chester. * Juliana H. Ewing. 
** A charming gift-book, which will be very popular with lovers of poetry." — John Bull. 

ROBERT BUCHANAN, THE POETICAL AND PROSE WORKS 

OF. Collected Edition, in 5 Vols. Vol. I. contains,— "Ballads and 
Romances ;" " Ballads and Poems of Life, "and a Portrait of the Author. 

Vol. II.— "Ballads and Poems of Life;" I Vol.111.— "Cruiskeen Sonnets;" "Book 
"Allegories and Sonnets." I of Orm ;" " Political Mystics." 

The Contents of the remaining Volumes will he duly annowued. 

THOUGHTS IN VERSE. Small crown 8vo. Price \s. (>d. 

This is a Collection of Verses expressive of religious feeling, written from a Theistic 
stand-point. 
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Vo^TKY^conHnued, 



COSMOS. A Poem. Small crown 8vo. Price 

Subject.— Nature in the Past and in the 
Present.— Man in the Past and in the Pre- 
sent. — The Future. 

NABCISSnS AND OTHER POEMS. 
By K. Carpenter. Small crown 8vo. 
Price SJ. 

*' Displays considerable poetic force." — 
Queen. 

A TALK OF THE SEA, SONNETS, 
AND OTHER POEMS. By James 
Howell. Crown 8vo. Cloth, sj. 

" Mr. Howell has a ke'en perception of 
the beauties of nature, and a just appre- 
ciation of the charities of life. . . . Mr. 
Howell's book deserves, and will probably 
receive, a warm reception." — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

IMITATIONS FBOM THE GEBMAK 
OF SPITTA AND TEBSTEGEN. 
By Lady DuranoL Crown 8vo. 4^. 

** A charming little volume. . . . Will be 
a very valuable assistance to peapeful, 
meditative souls." — Church Herald. 

Second Edition. 
VIGNETTES IN RHTME. Collected 
Verses. B y Austin Dobson. Crown 8vo. 
Price 5f. 

" Clever, clear-cut, and careful." — A the- 
neputn: 

"As a writer of Vers de Socidtc, Mr. 
Dobson is almost, if not quite, unri- 
valled. " — Exavtiner. 

*' Lively, innocent, elegant in expression, 
and graceful infancy." — Morning Post. 

ON VIOL AND FLXTTE. A New Volume 
of Poems, by Edmund W. Gosse^ With 
a Frontispiece by W. B. Scott. Crown 
8vo. 5*. 

, **A careful perusal of his verses will 
show that he is a poet. . . . His song has 
the grateful, murmuring sound which re- 
minds one of the softness and deliciousness 
of summer time. . . . There is much that 
is good in the volume." — Spectator. 

METRICAL TBANSLATIONS FBOM 
THE QBEEK AND LATIN POETS, 
AND OTHEB POEMS. By B. B. 
Boswell, M.A. OxoB. Crown 8vo. 5;. 

EASTERN LEGENDS AND STORIES 
IN ENGLISH VERSE. By Lien- 
tenant Norton Powlett, Royal Artillery. 
Crown 8vo. 5*. 

'* There is a rollicking sense of fun 
about the stories, joined to marvellous 
power of rhyming, and plenty of swing, 
which irresistibly reminds us of oiu: old 
favourite. " — Graphic, 



EDITH ; OR,j:.ovK and Life in Cheshire. 
By T. Ashe, Author of the *' Sorrows of 
Hypsipyle,*' etc. Sewed. Price 6d. 

"A really fine poem, full of tender, 
subtle touches of feeling.** — Manchester 
News. 

*' Pregnant from beginning to end with 
the results of careful observation and ima- 
ginative power."— CA^j/^r Chronicle. 

THE GALLERY OF PIGEONS, AND 
OTHER POEMS. By Theo. Mar- 
zials. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6d. 

" A conceit abounding in prettiness." — 
Examiner. 

*' The rush of fresh, sparkling fancies is 
too rapid, too sustained, too abundant, not 
to be spontaneous." — Academy, 

THE INN OF STRANGE BffEETINGS, 
AND OTHEB POEMS. By Mortimer 
Collins. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

" Abounding in quiet humour, in bright 
fancy, in sweetness and melody of expres- 
sion, and, at times, in the tenderest touches 
of pathos. '* — Graphic. 

* Mr. Collins has an imdercurrent^ of 
chivalry and romance beneath the trifling 
vein of good-humoured banter which is 
the special characteristic of his verse." — 
Athemtunt, 

EBOS AGONISTES. ByE.B.D. Crown 
Svo. 3X. 6d. 

** It is not the least merit of these 
pages that they are everywhere illumined 
with moral and religious sentiment sug- 
gested, not paraded, of the brightest, 
purest character.** — Standard. 

OALDEBON'S DBAMAa Translated from 
the Spanish. By Denis Florence Mac- 
Carthy. jos. 

"The lambent verse flows with an ease, 
spirit, and music perfectly natural, liberal, 
and harmonious."— 5]^c/a^<'r. 

" It is impossible to speak too highly of 
this beautiful work.'* — Month. 

SONGS FOB SAILOBS. By Dr. W. O. 
Bennett. Dedicated by Special Request 
to H. R. H. the Duke of Edinburgh. 
Crown Svo. 3*. 6d, With Steel Portrait 
and Illustrations. 

An Edition in Illustrated paper Covers. 
Price xs. 

WALLED IN, AND OTHEB POEMS. 
By the Bev. Henry J. Bulkeley. Crown 
Svo. $s. 

" A remarkable book of genuine poetry.** 
— Eveniftgr Standard. 

"Genuine power displayed.'* — Exa^ 
miner, 

" Poetical feeling is manifest here, and 
the diction of the poem is unimpeachable." 
—Pall Mall Gazette. 
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SONaS OF IiIFD AND DBATH. By 
John Payne, Author of '* Intarfios/' 
** Sonnets/* *'The Masque of Shadows/' 
etc. Crown Svo. 5*. 

** The art of ballad-writing has long been 
lost in England, and Mr. Payne may claim 
to be its restorer. It is a perfect delight to 
meet with such a ballad as * May Margaret * 
in the present volume." — IVestminster 
Review. 



A NEW VOIiUMS OF BONNIBTS. By 
the Rer. O. Tennyson Ttirner. Crown 
Svo. 4r. dd. 

** Mr. Turner is a genuine poet ; his song 
is sweet and pure^ beautiful m expression, 
and often subtle m thought." — Pall Mall 
Gazette. 

" The light of a devout, gentle, and kindly 
spirit, a delicate and graceful fancy, a keen 
intelligence irradiates these thoughts." — 
Contemporary Review. 

!EH]C DBBIAM AIJID THS D1!1!I>, AND 
OTHBB POSMS. By Patrick Soott, 
Author of " Footpaths between Two 
Worlds," etc. Fcap. Svo. Cloth, <fi. 

"A bitter and able satire on the 'vice 
^Lnd follies of the day, literary, social, and 
political."— 6"/a«^n/. 

" Shows real poetic power coupled with 
evidences of satirical &n&[sy."—EdinSiirg^h 
Daily Review. 



GI-OIBTHE'S FAUST. A New Translation 
in Rime. By the Ber. C. Eegan Paul. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 

'* His translation is the most minutely 
accurate that has yet been produced. . . " 
—Exatniner. 

"Mr. Paul is a zealous and a faithful 
interpreter." — Saturday Review. 

SONGS OF TWO WORLDS. First 
Series. By a New Writer. Fcap. Svo, 
cloth, 5f. Second Edition. 

"These xx>ems will assuredly take high 
rank among the class to which they belong." 
— British Quarterly Review^ April 1st. 

"No extracts could do justice to the 
ex()uisite tones, the felicitous phrasing and 
delicately wrought harmonies of some of 
these poems." — Nonconformist. 
> **A purity and delicacy of feeling like 
morning air." — Graphic. 

SONOS OF TWO WOBIiDS. Second 
Series. By the Author of " Songs of Two 
Worlds." Crown Svo. [/« the Press. 

THE LEGENDS OF ST. PATRICK 
AND OTHER POEMS. By Anbrey 
de Vere. Crown Svo. sj. 

" Mr. De Vere's versification in his 
earlier poems is characterised by great 
sweetness and simplicity. He is master ot 
his instrument, and rarely offends the ear 
with false not^s."— Pall Mall Gazette, 

**We have but space to commend the 
varied structure of his verse, the carefuN 
ness of his grammar, and his excellent 
English." — Saturday Review. 



FICTION. 



AHjEEN FERRERS. By Snsan Morley. 
In 2 vols. Crown Svo, cloth. 

{.Immediately. 

IDOIjATRY. a Romance. By Julian 
Hawthorne. Author of " Bressant." 2 
vols. Crown Svo, cloth. 

VANESSA. By the Author of " ITiomasina," 
** Dorothy," etc. 2 vols. Crown Svo. 

OIVIIi SERVICE. By J. P. Iiistado. 
Author of *' Maurice Rhynhart." 2 vols. 
Crown Svo. 

•^UDITH aWYNNE. By Idsle Oarr. 
In 3 vols. Crown Svo, cloth. 



TOO IjATE. By Mrs. Newman. 2 vols. 
Crown Svo. 

LADY MORETOUN'S DAUGHTER. 
By Mrs. Eiloart. In 3 vols. Crown Svo, 
cloth. 

MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. A 
Story of the Sea. B7 Katherine 
Saunders, Author of " Gideon's Rock," 
etc. In I vol. Cloth, crown Svo. 

"Simply yet powerfulljr told. . . . This 
opening picture is so exquisitely drawn as 
to be a fit introduction to a story of such 
simple pathos and power. ... A very beau- 
tiful story closes as it began, in a tender 
and touching picture of homely happiness." 
—Pall Mall Gazette. 
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'Picnom— continued. 



MR. OABINaTON. A Tale of Low and 
Conspiracy. By Bobert Turner Ootton. 
In 3 vols. Cloth, crown 8vo*^ 

" A novel in so many ways good, as in a 
fresh and plastic diction, stout unconven- 
tionality, and happjr boldness of conception 
and execution. His novels, though free 
spoken, will be some of the healthiest of 
our day." — Examiner. 

•TWO aiBIiS. By Frederick Wedmore, 
Author of "A Snapt Gold Ring." In 2 
vols. Cloth, crown 8yo. {jfust out. 

*' A carefully-written novel of character, 
contrasting the two heroines of one love 
tale, an English lady and a French actress. 
Cicely is charming ; the introductory de- 
scription of her IS a good specimen of 
the well-balanced sketches in which the- 
author shines." — Athenceum. 

HISATH3BROATB. In 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. A Story of Scottish Life and 
Character. By a new Author. 

** Its merit lies in the marked antithesis 
of strongly developed characters, in dif- 
ferent ranks of life, . and resembling each 
other in nothing but their marked nation- 
ality." — A therueunt. 

THE QTimilN'S SHTLIiINO-. By Captain 
Arthur Qrifftths, Author of '* Peccavi." 
2 vols. 

*' Every scene, character, and incident of 
the book are so life-like that they seem 
drawn from life direct." — Pall Mall Ga- 
zette. 

aCZRANDA. A Midsummer Madness. By 
Mortimer Oolllns. 3 vols. 

** Not a dull page in the whole three 
volumes." — Standard. 

'* The work of a man who is at once a 
thinker and a poet." — Hour. 

SQUIRES SHiCHXSTBB'S whim. By 
Mortimer CoUlns, Author of *' Marquis 
and Merchant," *' The Princess Clarice," 
etc. 3 vols. Crown Bvo. 

"We think it the best (story) Mr. Collms 
has .yet written. Full of incident and 
adventure."— /'a// Mall Gazette. 

** So clever, so irritating, and so charm- 
ing a story."—Standard. 

•THE PRINCESS CLARICE. A Story of 
1871. By Mortimer Conina, 2 vols. 
Crown 8vo. 

"Mr. Collins has produced a read- 
able book, amusingly .characteristic" — 
AtAemeum. 

"A bright, fresh, and original book.*' — 
Standard. 



REO-INAZiB BRAMBIiE. A Cynic of the 
19th Century. An Autobiography, i vol. 

'•There is plenty of vivacity in Mr. 
Bramble's nairsitive.'*— At Aen^eum. 

'* Written in a lively and readable style." 
— Hour. 

EPFIE'S GAME; How she Lost and 
HOW SHE Won. By Cecil Clajrton. 2 
vols. 

"Well written. The characters move, 
and act, and, above all, talk like human 
beings, and we have liked reading about 
them. " — Spectator. 

GHESTERIjEia-H. By Ansley Conyers. 

3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

, "We have gained much enjoyment from 

the hooV."— Spectator. 
BRBSSANT. A Romance. By Jtilian 
Hawthorne. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 

" One of the most powerful with which 
we are acquainted." — Times. 

" We shall once more have reason to re- 
joice whenever we hear that a new work 
is coming out written by one who bears 
the honoured name of Hawthorne." — 
Saturday Review. 

HONOR BLAKE : The Story of a Plain 
Woman. By Mrs. Keatinge, Author of 
"English Homes in India," etc. 2 vols. 
Crown 8vo. 

"One of the best novels we have met 
with for some time." — Morning Post. 

" A story which must do good to all, 
young and old, who read it."— Daily News. 

OFF THE SEELLiaS. By Jean 
Ingelow. (Her First Romance.) In 4 vols. 
Crown 8vo. 

" Clever and sparkling.'* — Standard. 

" We read each succeeding volume with 
increasing interest, going almost to the 
point of wishing there was a fifth."— 
Athenceum. 

SEETA. 

Author of "Tara," " Ralph Darnell," etc. 
3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

'*Well told, native life is admirably 
described, and the petty intrigues of native, 
rulers, and their hatred of the English 
mingled with fear lest the latter should 
eventually prove the victors, are cleverly 
depicted." — A thentButn. ^ 

"Thoroughly interesting and enjoyable 
reading." — Examiner. 

WBJlT 'TIS TO LOVE. By the Author 
of " Flora Adair," " The Value of Fosters- 
town." 3 vols. 



By Colonel Meadows Taylor, 
of" .. .. ^ . . 
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ES8T1BB MOBIjXY'B PBOMISIC. By 
Heaba Stretton. 3 vols. 

** Much better than the average novels 
of the dajr ; has much more claim to cri- 
tical consideration as apiece of literary 
work, — very clever." — Spectator. 

"All the characters stand out clearly 
and are well sustained, and the interest 
of the story never ^Sigs."— Observer, 

THIS DOOTOR'S DHJCMMA. BvHeeba 

Stretton, Author of " Little Meg," &c. 
&c. 3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

"A fascinating story which scarcely' 
flags in interest from the first page to the 
last."— British Quarterly Review, 

THIS BOMANTIO ANNALS OF A 
NAVAIi FAMILY. By Mrs. Arthur 
Trabeme. Crown 8vo. xos. 6d. 

** Some interesting letters are introduced ; 
amongst others, several from the late 
King William IV.'*— Spectator. 

"Well and pleasantly to\d.'*'~E vening^ 
Standard. . 

THOMASINA. By the Author of " Dorothy," 
** De Cressy," &c. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. 

" A finished and delicate cabinet picture; 
no line is without its purpose." — Athe- 
neeum. 

JOHANNIBS OLAF. By X. de WiUe. 
Translated by F. BS. Bonnett. 3 vols. 
Crown 8vo. 

** The art of description is fully exhibited ; 
perception of character and capacity for 
delineating it are obvious; while there is 
great breadth and comprehensiveness in 
Uie plan of tlie story.** — Morning Post. 

THS STORY OF SZB BDWABD'S 
WIFE. By Hamilton Marshall, 
Author of " For Very Life." i vol Crown 
8vo. 

"A quiet, graceful little stoxy.*'-^ Spec- 
tator. 

'* Mr. Hamilton Marshall can tell a story 
closely and pleasantly." — Pali Mall Gaz. 

HERMANN AGHA. An Eastern Narra- 
tive. By W. Gifford Palgraye. 2 vols. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, extra gilt. i8j. 

"There is a positive fragrance as of newly- 
mown hay about it, as compared with the 
artificially perftuned ];)assions which are 
detailed to us with such gusto by our 
ordinary novel-writers in their endless 
volumes. " — Observer. 



A GOOD MATOH. By AmeUa Perrier, 
Author of " Mea Culpa." a vols. 

** Racy and lively." — Athemtum. 

"This clever and amusing novel" — Pall 
Mall Gazette, 
IiINKXD AT IjAST. By F. IE. Bimnett. 
I vol. Crown 8vo. 

" The reader who once takes it up will 
not be inclined to relinquish it without con- 
cluding the volume." — Morning Past. 

" A very charming story." — John Bull. 

THIS SPINSTERS OF BIiATCH- 
INGTON. By Mar. Travers. 2 vols. 
Crown 8vo. 

" A pretty story. Deserving of a favour- 
able reception.'' — Graphic. 

" A book of more than average merits."^ 
— Examiner, 
PBBPLISXITY. "^ By Sydney Mostyn. 
3 vols. Crown 8vo. 

" Written with very considerable power, 
great cleverness, and sustained interest.*'' 
—Stafidard. 

" The literary workmanship is good, and 
the story forcibly and graphically told." — 
Daily News. 
MEMOIRS OF ' MBS. IiJSTITIA 
BOOTHBY. By William Clark: 
BuBseU, Author of " The Book of 
Authors." Crown 8vo. 7*. 6</. 

"Clever and 'mgemo\i&.^ -~ Saturday 
Review. 

** Very clever yMoV.**— Guardian, 
CBXTEIi AS THE GBAVE. By the 
Countess Von Bothmer. 3 vols. 
Crown 8vo. 

" Jealousy is cruel as the Grave.** 

" Interesting, though somewhat tra^c." 
—Athefututn, 

"Agreeable, unaffected, and eminently 
rttidSihXQ.**— Daily News, 
HER TITIiE OF HONOUR. By Holme 
I*ee. Second Edition, x voL Crown 8vo. 

" With the interest of a pathetic story is. 
united the value of a definite and high 
•p\xpost.*' —Spectator. 

'^A most exquisitely written story." — 
Literary Churchman,^ 
SEPTIMIUS. A Romance. B^ Nathaniel 
Hawthorne. Second Edition, i voL 
Crown 8vo, cloth, extra gilt. of. 

1\vt Athenceum says Uiat **the book is 
full of Hawthorne's most characteristic 
writing.'* 



COL. MEADOWS TAYLOR'S INDIAN TALES. 
THE CONFESSIONS OF A THUG 

Is now ready, and is the Volume of A New and Cheaper Edition, in I vol. each. 
Illustrated, price ds. It will be followed by " TAR A " (now in the press) 
*' RALPH DARNELL," and ** TIPPOO SULTAN." 
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THE CORNHILL LIBRARY OF FICTION. 

3s. 6d. per Volume. 

IT is intended in this Series to produce books of such merit that readers will 
care to preserve them on their shelves. They are well printed on good 
paper, handsomely bound, with a Frontispiece, and are sold at the moderate price 
ofSs, Qd, each. 



THE HOUSE OF RABY. By Mrs. Q. Hooper, 
A FIGHT FOR LIFE. By Moy Thomas. 
ROBIN GRAY. By Charles Gibbon. 



"Pure in sentiment, well written, and 
cleverly constructed."— ^rjVwA Quarterly 
Review. 

*'A pretty tale, prettily told,"— yJ/A^- 
neeutn. 



" A novel of tender and pathetic interest." 
—Globe. 

- "An unassumine, characteristic, and 
entertaining novel.' — John BulU 



KITTY. By Miss M. Betham-Edwards. 

'Lively and clever . . . There is a cer- j '* Very pleasant and amusing."— Gi!?^, 
_ j_.u J :_.• — ^L_ j:_i " A charming novel." — JohnBuU. 



tain dash m every description ; the dialogue 
is bright and sparkling. — Athetutum. 

HIRELL. By John Saunders. 



" A powerful novel ... a talc written by 
a poet. — spectator. 

"A novel of extraordinary merit." — 
Morning Post. 



"We have nothing but words of praise 
to offer for its style and composition." — 
Examiner, 



ONE OF TWO; or, The left-handed Bride. ByJ.H.PrisweU. 

''Told with spirit ... the plot is skilfully I "Admirably narrated, and intensely 
voA^^^'—Spectator. \ interesting."— -Pw^/iic Opinion, 

READY-MONEY MORTIBOY. A Matter-of-Fact Story. 



" There is not a dull page in the whole 
story." — Standard. 

"A very interesting and uncommon 
story." — Vanity Fair. 



**One of the most remarkable novels 
which has appeared of late." — Fall Mall 
Gazette. 



GOD'S PROVIDENCE HOUSE. By Mrs. Q. L. Banks. 



* Far above the run of common three- 
volume novels, evincing^ much literary 
power in not a few graphic descriptions of 
manners and local customs. ... A genuine 
sketch. " — spectator. 



Possesses the merit of care, industry, 
and local knowledge." — Athemxum. 

"Wonderfully readable. The style is 
very simple and natural." — Morning Fost» 



FOR LACK OF GOLD. By Charles Gibbon. 

" A powerfully written nervous story." — Athenetum. 

** A piece of very genuine workmanship." — British Quarterly Review. 

*' There are few recent novels more powerful and engrossing." — Examiner. 

ABEL DRAKE'S VVIFE. By John Saunders. 

'* A striking book, clever, interesting, 
and original. We have seldom met with a 
book so thoroughly true to life, so deeply 



interesting in its detail, and so touching in 
its simple pathos." — Atkemeum, 



OTHER STANDARD NOVELS TO FOLLOW. 
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THEOLOGICAL. 



WORDS OF TRUTH AND CHEER. A Mission of Instruction and 
Sujggestion. By the Bev. Archer P. Gumey. i vol. Crown 8vo. 
Price 6j. [/« the Press, 

THE GOSPEL ITS OWN WITNESS. Being the Hulsean Lectures for 
1873. By the Bev. Stanley Ijeathes. i vol. Crown 8vo. 

THE CHURCH AND THE EMPIRES : Historical Periods. By Henry 
•JV. WUberforce. Preceded by a Memoir of the Author, by J. H. 
Newman, D.D. i vol. PostSvo. Price lar. 6</. 

THE HIGHER LIFE. A New Volume by the Bev. J. Baldwin 
Brown, Author of "The Soul's Exodus," etc. i vol. Crown 8vo. 
Price 7f. 6^. 

HARTHAM CONFERENCES; OR, DISCUSSIONS UPON SOME 
OF THE RELIGIOUS TOPICS OF THE DAY. By the Bev. 
P. W. Kingsford, M.A., Vicar of S. Thomas's, Stamford Hill ; late 
Chaplain H. E. I. C. (Bengal Presidency). " Audi alteram partem." 
Crown 8vo. Price 3^. 6^. 

iSTUDIES IN MODERN PROBLEMS. A Series of Essays by various 
Writers. Edited by the Bev. Orby Shipley, M. A. Vol. I. Cr. 8vo. 
Price 5j. 

CONTENTS. 

Retreats for Persons Living in the World. 

T. T. Carter, M.A 
Catholic and Protestant. 

Edward L. Blenkinsopp, M.A. 



The Bishops on Confession. The Editor. 



Sacramental Confession. A H. Ward, B.A. 
Abolition of the 39 Articles. 

Nicholas Pocock, M.A. 
The Sanctity of Marriage. 

John Walter Lea, B.A 
' Creation and Modem Science. 

George Greenwood, M.A 

A Second Series is being published, price dd. each part. , 

tJNTIL THE DAY DAWN. Four Advent Lectures delivered in the Epis- 
copal Chapel, Milverton, Warwickshire, on the Sunds^ Evenings during 
Advent, 1870. By the Bev. ItEarmaduke B. Browne. Crown 8vo. 
Price 2s, 6d. 

*' Four really original and stirring sermons."— 5^<?A« Bull. 

A SCOTCH COMMUNION SUNDAY. To which are added Discourses 
from a Certain University City. Second Edition. By A. K. H. B., 
Author of ** The Recreations of a Country Parson." Crown 8vo. Second 
Edition. Price $s. 

" Some discourses are added, which are 
couched in language of rare power." — 
yoAn Bull. 

"Exceedingly fresh and readable." — 
Glasgow News. 

EVERY DAY A PORTION: Adapted from the Bible and the Prayer Book, 
for the Private Devotions of those living in Widowhood. Collected and 
Edited by the liSdy Mary Vyner. Square crown 8vo, printed on good 
paper, elegantly bound. Price 5^. 

** Now she that is a widow indeed, and desolate, trusteth in God." 

65, Cornhill ; 6^ 12, Paternoster Row^ London. 
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"We commend this volume as full of 
interest to all our readers. It is written 
with much ability and good feeling, with 
excellent taste and marvellous tact." — 
Church Herald. 
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Theological— continued, 

CHURCH THOUGHT AND CHURCH WORK. Edited by the Bev. 
Chas. Anderson, M.A., Editor of *' Words and Works in a London 
Parish." Demy 8vo. Pp. 250. *js, 6d, Containing Articles by the Rev. 
J. Ll. Davies, J. M. Capes, Harry Jones, Brooke Lambert, A. J. 
Ross, Professor Cheetham, the Editor, and others. 

Second Edition. 

WORDS AND WORKS IN A LONDON PARISH. 3Edited by 
the Bev. diaries Anderson, M.A. PemySvo. 6;. 

*' It has an interest of its own for not a I such, and if so, how best increase its vital 
few minds, to whom the question * Is the power ? ' is of deep and grave importance." 
* '"■ preserving as | —Spectator, 



National Church worth 



ESSAYS ON RELIGION AND LITERATURE. By Various Writers. 
Edited by the I)£ost Beverend Archbishop Manning. Demy 8vo. 
loj. dd. 



Contents :^The PbilosoiAy of Chris- 
tianity.— Mystical Elements of Religion. — 
Controversy with the Agnostics. — A Rea- 
soning lliought. — Darwinism brought to 
Book. —Mr. Mill on Liberty of the Press.— 



Chiistianity in relation to Societjr.— IJie 
Religious Condition of Germany. —The 
Philosophy of Bacon. — Catholic Laymen 
and Scholastic Philosophy. 



WHY AM I A CHRISTIAN ? By Viscount Stratfdrd de Bedcliflfe, 
P.O., B:.G., O.C.B. Crown 8vo. 3J. Third Edition. 

** Has a peculiar interest, as exhibiting the convictions of an earnest, inteQigent, and 
practical man." — Contemporary Review, 

THEOLOGY AND MORALITY. Being Essays by the Bev. J. Ll«well3rn 
Davies. i vol. 8vo. Price 7J. td. 



** The position taken up by Mr. Llewellyn 
Davies is well worth a careful survey on 
the part of philosophical students, for it 
represents the closest approximation of any 
theological system yet, formulated to the 
religion of philosophy. . . We have not 



space to do more with regard to the social 
essays of the work before us, than to testify 
to the kindliness of spirit, sobriety, and 
earnest thought by which they are uni- 
formly characterised."— -fi'jr^wzMtfr. 



THE RECONCILIATION OF RELIGION AND SCIENCE. 
Being Essays by the Bev. T. W. Fowle, M.A. I vol. 8vo. iQf. 6^. 

page in the bode which is not equally 
worthy of a thoughtful yayjSA,"— Literary 
Churckman. 



**A book which reqnu-es and deserves the 
respectful attention of all reflecting Church- 
men. It is earnest, reverent, thoughtflil, 
and courageous. . . . There is scarcely a 

HYMNS AND SACRED LYRICS. 
B.A. I vol. Croi^Ti 8vo. 

HYMNS AND VERSES, Original and Translated. By the Sev. 
Henry Downton. Small crown Svo. 3.r. 6d, 



By the Bev. Godfrey Thring, 



'* Considerable force and beauty charac- 
terise some of these verses." — IVaichmoM. 

" Mr. Downton's * Hymns and Verses * 
are worthy of all praise." — English 
Ckurckman. 



"Will, wc do not doubt, be welcome as 
a permanent possession to those for whom 
they have been composed or to whom they 
have been originally addressed."— CA««:A 
Herald, 
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MISSIONARY ENTERPRISE IN THE EAST. By the Bev. 
Richard Collins. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

**A very graphic story told in lucid, [ **We may judge from our own experi- 

simple, and modest style." — English I ence, no one who takes up this charming 

CJturckman, I little volume will lay it down again till he 

** A readable and very interesting j has got to the last word." — Jokn Bull. 

volume."— CA«r(cA Review. \ 

MISSIONARY LIFE IN THE SOUTH SEAS. By James Hutton. 

I voL Crown 8vo. [/« the. Press, 

THE ETERNAL LIFE. Being Fourteen Sermons. By the Bev. Jas. 
' Noble Bexinie, M.A. Crown 8vo. ds. 

" We recommend these sermons as whole- 
some Sunday reading." — English Cknreh- 
man. 



*' The whole volume is replete with matter 
for thought and study."— 7tfA« Bull. 

"Mr. Beimie preaches earnestly and 
well." — Literary Churchman, 



THE REALM OF TRUTH. By ICiss E. T. Came. Crown 8vo. 
5J. dd. 

** A singularly calm, thoughtful, and 
philosophical inquiry into what Truth is, 
and what its authority." — Leeds Mercury. 

*' It tells the world what it does not like 
to hear, but what it cannot be told too often, 

LIFE : Conferences delivered at Toulouse. By the Kev. Pdre Lacordaire. 
Crown 8vo. 6s, 



that Truth is something stronger and more 
enduring than our little doings, and 
speakings, and actings." — Literary 
Churchman, 



"Let the serious reader cast his eye 
upon any single page in this volume, and 
he will nnd there words which will arrest 
his attention and give him a desire to know 



more of the teachings of this worthy fol- 
lower of the saintly Sl Dominick." — 
Morning Post. 



Second Edition. 
CATHOLICISM AN-D THE VATICAN. With a Narrative of the Old 
Catholic Congress at Munich. By J. Lowry Whittle ,> A.M., Trin. 
Coll., Dublin. Crown 8vo. 4J. 6d, 

** We may cordially recommend his book I Old ^ Catholic movement.** — Saturday 
to all who wish to follow the course of the | Review. 

SIX PRIVY COUNCIL JUDGMENTS — 1850-1872. Annotated by 
W. Q. Brooke, M.-A., Barrister-at-Law. Crown 8vo. 9J. 

judgments of the last twenty years, which 
will constitute the unwritten law ;_of the 
English Establishment.*' — British Quar- 
terly Review, 



"The volume is a valuable record of 
cases forming precedents for the future." — 
Atheneeum. 

"A very timeljr and important publi- 
cation. It brings into one view the great 



THE MOST COMPLETE HYMN BOOK PUBLISHED. 
HYMNS FOR THE CHURCH AND HOME. Selected and Edited by 
the Bev. W. Fleming Stevenson, Author of "Praying and Working." 

The Hymn-hook consists of Three Parts:—!. For Public Worship. —II, For Family 
and Private Worship.— III. For Children ; and contains Biographical Notices of nearly 
300 Hymn-writers, with Notes upon their Hymns. 

%* Published in various forms and prices, the latter ranging from Zd. to 6s. Lists and full 
particutars will be furnished on application to the Publisher. 
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Theological— f^»/>««^</. 
WORKS BY THE REV. H. R. HAWEI8, M.A. 

Sixth Edition. 

THOUGHTS FOR THE TIMES. By the Bev. H.B. Haweis,M.A., 

" Author of Music and Morals," etc Crown 8vo. Price *js.* 6d. 



"Bears marks of much originality of 
thought and individuaUtyof expression.*'— 
Pall Mall Gazette, 

**Mr. Haweis writes not only fearlessly. 



hut with remarkable freshness and vigour. 
In all that he says we perceive a trans- 
parent honesty and singleness of purpose." 
r-Saturday Review. 



SPEECH IN SEASON. A New Volume of Sermons. By the Bev. H. 
B. Haweis. Crown 8vo. Price 9J-. 

UNSECTARIAN FAMILY PRAYERS, for Morning and Evening for a 
Week, with short selected passages from the Bible. By the Bev. H. B. 
Haweis, M.A. Square crown 8vo. Price 3^. 6^. 



WORKS BY THE REV. 0. J. YAUGHAN, D.D. 



THIS BOIilDITYOFTBUE BEIiIGION. 
\In the Press. 

FOBO-ICT THINIC OWN PXOFIjIB. An 
Appeal for Missions. Small Crown 8vo. 
Price 3*. 6d. 

WOBDS OF HOFB FBOM THE FUIiPIT 
OF THB TBMFTiF. CHUBCH. Crown 
8vo. Price 5*. 



Fourth Edition. 
THIS Y0X7NO LIFB BSQUIPPING IT- 
SBIiF FOB GOD'S SSBVIOB. Being 
Four Sermons Preached before the Uni- 
versity of Cambridge, in November, 1872. 
Crown 8vo. Price 3*. 6d. 

"Has all the writer's" characteristics 
of devotedness, purity, and high moral 
tone." — London Quarterly Review. 

** As earnest, eloquent, and as liberal as 
everything else that he writes." — Exa- 
fttiner. 



WORKS BY THE REV. G. S. DREW, M.A., 

Vicar of Trinity, Lambbth. 



Second Edition. 
BGBIPTX7BE I.ANDS IN CONNXOmON 
WITH THBIB HISTOBY. BeveUed 
Boards, 8vo. Price los. 6d, 

" Mr. Drew has invented a new method 
of illustrating Scripture^ history — from 
observation ^ of the countries. Instead of 
narrating his travels, and referring from 
time to time to the facts of sacred history 
belonging to the different countries, he 
writes an outline history of the Hebrew 
nation from Abraham downwards^ with 
fipocial reference to the various points in 
which the geography illustrates the his- 
tory. . . He is very successful in pic- 
turing to his readers the scenes before his 
own mind."—Saturday Review. 



Second Edition. 
NAZABXTH": ITS LIFB AND liXS- 
SONS. Second Edition. In small 8vo, 
cloth. Price 5J. 

**We have read the volume with great 
interest. It is at once succinct and sug- 
gestive, reverent and ingenious, observant 
of small details, and yet not forgetful 
of great principles."— ^W/wA Quarterly 
Review. 

** A very reverent attempt to elicit and 
develop Scripture intimations respecting 
our Lord's thirty years' sojourn at Naza- 
reth. The author has wrought well at the 
unworked mine, and has produced a very 
valuable series of Scripture lessons, which 
will be found both prohtable and singularly 
interesting. " — Guardian, 



In demy Zro, 



CCHB DIVINS KINGDOM ON XABTH AS IT IB IN ElBAVSN. 
bound in cloth. Price los. 6d, 

'"Thoughtful and eloquent. . . . Full 
of original thinking admirably expressed." 



** Entirely valuable and satisfactory. . 

There is no living divine to 

whom the authorship would not be a credit " 
^■Literary Churchman. 



— British Quarterly Review. 
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TnEOJ^OGiCAi.— continued, 
WORKS OF THE LATE REV. F. W. ROBERTSON. 



NEW AND CHEAPER EDITIONS. 



8XBMONS. 

Vol. I. Small crown 8vo. 
Vol. II. Small crown 8vo. 
Vol. III. Small crown 8vo. 



Price y. 6d. 

Price 3J. 6d. 

Pt-ice 3^. 6d, 

Vol. IV. Small crown 8vo. Price 3^. 6d, 



aiZFOSZTOBT IiSCTXTBlBS ON ST. 
PAUIi'B XPIBTIJl TO THB OO- 

BINTHIANS. SmaU crown 8vo. 5^. 



AN ANALYSIS OF MR. TIBNNTSON'S 
*'IN MBMOtUAM.'* (Dedicated by 
permission to the Poet-Laureate.) Fcap. 
" 8vo. 25. 



THX K2>X70ATION OF THB HITMAN 

RAOK. Translated from the Gennan of 
Ootthold Bphralm Iiesaing. Fcap. 
8vo. 2J. 6</. 

ZiXOTXmiCS AND ADDBKSSES, WITH 
OTHSB IjITIBIIABY REMAINS. 
A New Edition. With Inferodvction by 
the ReT. Stopford A. Brooke, M.A. 
In One Vol. Uniform with the Sermons. 
5*. iPr^aring^. 

A IiECTXnUB ON FRED. W. ROBERT- 
BON. M.A. By the Rer. F. A. Noble. 
Delivered before the Young Men's Chris- 
tian Association of Pittsburgh, U.S. is.6d. 



WORKS BY THE REV. STOPFORD A. BROOKE, M.A. 

Chaplain in Ordinary to Her Majesty the Queen. 



THE LATE BEV. F. W. BOBEBTBON, 
M.A., IjIFE and IjETTSBS OF. 
Edited by Stoj^ford Brooke. M.A, 

I. In 2 vols., uniform with the Ser- 
mons. 7^. 6d. 

II. Library Edition, in demy 8vo, with 
Two Steel Portraits. X2^. 

\\\. A Popular Edition, in i vol. 6f. 



THEOLOGY IN THE ENaiilSH 
POETS. Being Lectures delivered by 
the Bey. Stopford A. Brooke. 9^. 



Seventh Edition. 

CHRIST IN MODERN LIFE. Serinons 
Preached in St. James's Chapel, York 
Street, London. Crown 8vo. 7*. 6d, 

" Nobly fearless, and singularly strong. 
. , . carries oar admiration throughout." 
'-British Quarterly Review. 



Second Edition. 
FBEEDOM IN THE CHUBCH OF 
ENGXiAND. Six Sermons suggested 
by the Voysey Judgment. In i vol. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.;. 6d. 

"A very fair statement, of the views iu 
respect to freedom of thought held by the 
liberal party in the Church of England."-^ 
Blackwood^ s Magazim. 

'* Interesting and readable, and diarac- 
terised by great clearness of thoug^ht, 
frankness of statement, and moderation 
of tone." — Church Optnion. 

Seventh Edition. 

SERMONS Preached in St. James's Chapel, 

York Street, London. Crown 8vo. 6*. 

**No one who reads these sermons will 
wonder that Mr. Brooke is a great power 
in London, that his chapel is thronged, 
and his followers large and enthusiastic. 
They are fiery, energetic, impetuous ser- 
mons, rich with the treasures of a culti- 
vated imagination." — Guardian. 

THB LIFE AND WOBK OF FREDE- 
RICK DENISON MAXTBIOB: A 
Memorial Sermon. Crown 8vo, sewed. \s. 



A NEW YOIiUME OF SEBMONS IS IN THE FRESa 
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MISCELLANEOUS, 
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VILLAGE HEALTH. By Horace Swete, M.D. [/» the Press. 

THE POPULAR EDITION OF THE DAILY NEWS' NARRA- 
TIVE OF THE ASHANTEE WAR. i vol. Crown 8vo. 

\In the Press, 

HAKAYET ABDULLA. A Tale of the early British Settlement in the 
Malaccas. By a Native. Translated by John T. Zhompson. i yoL 
PostSvo. 

THE SHAKESPEARE ARGOSY : containing much of the wealth of 
Shakespeare's Wisdom and Wit, alphabetically arranged by Captain A. 
Harcourt. Crown 8vo. [In the Press, 

SOCIALISM : its Nature, its Dangers, and its Remedies considered by the 
Bev. M. Kaufman, B.A. i vol. Crown 8vo. [In the Press^ 

CHARACTERISTICS FROM THE WRITINGS OF Dn J. H. 
NEWMAN : being Selections Personal, Historical, Philosophical, and 
Religious ; from his various Works. Arranged with the Authors personal 
approval. I vol. With a Portrait. 

Second Edition. 
CREMATION; THE TREATMENT OF THE BODY AFTER 
DEATH: with a Description of the Process and necessary Apparatus. 
Crown 8vo, sewed, is, 

'ILAM EN N AS. Historical Tales and Anecdotes of the Times of the Early 
Khalifahs. Translated from the Arabic Originals. By Mrs. Godfrey 
Clerk, Author of **The Antipodes and Round the World." Crown 8vo. 
Price ^s, 

** As full of valuable information as it is | genuine colour and fragrance of ihe East 
of amusing incident." — EveningStandard. should by all means read Mrs. Godfrey 

" Those who like stories full of the | Clerk's MoXyxax^J*— Spectator, 

THE PLACE OF THE PHYSICIAN. Being the Introductory Lecture at 
Guy's Hospital, 1873-74 ; to which is added 

Essays on the Law of Human Life and on the Relation - 
BETWEEN. Organic and Inorganic Worlds. 

By James Hinton, Author of ** Man and His Dwelling-PIace," Crown 
8vo, cloth. Price 3J. 6d. 

Third Edition. 

LITTLE DINNERS ; HOW TO SERVE THEM WITH ELE- 
GANCE AND ECONOMY. By Mary Hooper, Author of "The 
Handbook of the Breakfast Table." r vol. Crown 8vo. Price 5^. 

THE PORT OF REFUGE ; or, Counsel and Aid to Shipmasters 
IN Difficulty, Doubt, or Distress. By Manley Hopkins, Author 
of **A Handbook of Average," "A Manual of Insurance," &c Cr. 8vo, 
Price 6s, 

Subjects :— The Shipmaster's Position and Duties. —Agents and Aucnqr.— ATeragc.— 
Bottomry, and other Means of Raising Money.— The Charter-Party, and Bill-of-Lading. 
Stoppage in Transitu; and the Shipowner's Lien.— Collision. 

65, Cornhill ; 6- 12. Paternoster RoWy London. 
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Miscellaneous — continued* 

LOMBARD STREET. A Description of the Money Market By Walter 
Bagehot. Large crown 8vo. Fourth Edition, 'js. 6d. 



THE 



Mr. Bagehot touches incidentally a 
hundred points connected with his subject, 
and pours serene white light upon them 
vM.**— Spectator. 

"Anybody who wishes to have a clear 
idea of the workings of what is called the 
Money Market should procure a little 

ENGLISH CONSTITUTION 



volume which Mr. Bagehot has just pub' 
lished, and he will there find the whole 
thing in a nut-shell." — Saturday Re- 
view. 

" Full of the ifiost interesting economic 
history." — Atherueum* 

By Walter Bagrehot. A New 



Edition, revised and corrected, with an Introductory Dissertation on recent 
Changes and Events. Crown 8vo. ^s, 6d, 



"A pleasine and clever study on the 
department of higher politics. ''—6^»ar- 
dian. 

"No writer before him had set out so 



clearly what the efficient part of the Eng- 
lish Constitution really is.'*-'/W/ Mali 
Gazette, 



NEWMARKET AND ARABIA; AN EXAMINATION OF THE 
DESCENT OF RACERS AND COURSERS. ByBoger D. 
Upton, Captain late 9th Royal Lancers. Post 8vo. With Pedigrees and 
Coloured Frontispiece. 9^. 

** It contains a good deal of truth, and 
it abounds with valuable suggestions." — 
Saturday Review. 

"A remarkable volume. The breeder can 
well ponder over its pages." — BelCs Life. 

MOUNTAIN, MEADOW, AND MERE: a Series of Outdoor Sketches 
of Sport, Scenery, Adventures, and Natural History. By O. Chris- 
topher Davies. With 16 Illustrations by W. Harcourt. Crown 8vo. 
Price 6^. 



" A thoughtful and intelligent book. . . A 
contribution to the history of the horse of 
remarkable interest and importance." — 
Baiiys Magazine. 



** Mr. Davies writes pleasantly, graphi- 
cally, with the pen of a lover of nature, 
a naturalist, and a sportsman." — Field. 

" Pervaded throughout by the graceful 



melody of a natural idyl, and the details 
of sport are subordinated to a dominating 
sense of the beautiful and picturesque. 
— Saturday Review. 

By Harriet 



HOW TO AMUSE AND EMPLOY OUR INVALIDS 
Power. Fcap. 8vo. 2s, 6d, 

"A very useful little brochure . . . Will I many a useful hint to those who live with 
become a tmiversal favourite with the class them." — yoktt Bull. 
for whom it is intended, while it will afford | 

REPUBLICAN SUPERSTITIONS. Illustrated by the Political History 
of the United States. Including a Correspondence with M* Louis Blanc 
By MozLCure D. Conway. Crown 8vo. $s. 



Mr. Conway writes with ardent sin- 
cerity. ^ He gives us some good anecdotes, 
and he is occasionally almost eloquent'' — 
Guardian. 

By B. Montgomerie 



'A very able exposure of the most 
plausible fallacies of Republicanism, by a 
writer of remarkable vigour and purity of 
style. **— Standard, 

STREAMS FROM HIDDEN SOURCES 
Ranking. Crown 8vo. 6^. 
" We doubt not that Mr. Ranking's enthu- 
siasm will communicate itself to many of 
his readers, and induce them in like 
manner to follow back these streamlets to 
their parent river." — Graphic. 

GLANCES AT INNER ENGLAND. A Lecture deUvered in the United 
States and Canada. By Edward Jenkins, M.P., Author of " Ginx's 
Baby," &c. Crown 8vo. 5^. 

65, Cornhill ; <5j- 12, Paternoster Pow, Lo?tdonJ , 



"The effect of reading thfc seven tales 
he presents to us is to make us wish for 
some seven more of the same kind,"— /'«// 
Mall Gazette. 
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* Thirty-Seeond Edition. 

GINX'S BABY: HIS BlRTH AND OTHEK MISFORTUNES. 
^' By Edward Jenkins. Crown 8vo. Price zs. 

if Fourteenth Thousand. 

LITTLE HODGE. A Christmas Country Carol. By Edward Jenkins^ 
■^ Author of " Ginx's Baby," &c. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 51. 

A Cheap Edition in paper covers, price is, 

ft Sixth Edition. 

^ . LORD BANTAM. By Edward Jenkins, Author of •* Ginx*s Baby." 

Crown 8vo. Price 2s. 6d. 
LUCHMEE AND DILLOO. A Story of West Indian Life. By Edward 
5 Jenkins, Author of "Ginx's Baby," '* Little Hodge," &c. 2 vols. 

Demy 8vo. Illustrated. \Preparing, 

^ TALES OF THE ZENANAJ OR A NUWAB'S LEISURE HOURS. 

In 2 Vols. Crown 8vo. [Preparing. 

i PANDURANG HARI ; or. Memoirs of a Hindoo. A Tale of Mah- 

ratta Life sixty years ago. With a Preface by Sir H. Bartle E. Frere, 
G.C.S.I., &c. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Price ^is. 



" There is a quaintness and simplicity in 
the roj^ery of the hero that makes his life 
as attractive as that of Guzman d'Alfarache 
or Gil Bias, and so we advise our readers 



not to be dismayed at the lenjs^ of Pandu- 
rang Hari, bvt to read it resolutely through. 
If diey do this they cannot, we think, &il 
to be both amused and interested."— Times, 



GIDEON'S ROCK, and other Stories. By Katherine Saunders. In 
I voL Crown 8vo. Price df. L7«-y' ^w^« 

Contents.— Gideon's Rock.— Old Matthew's Puzzle.— Gentle Jack.— Unde Ned.— 
The Retired Apothecary. . 

JOAN MERRYWEATHER, and other Stories. By Katherine Saun- 
ders. In I vol. Crown 8vo. 

Contents.- The Haunted Crust— The Flower-Girl.— Joan Merryweather.— The 
Watchmax^ Story.— An Old Letter. 

MODERN PARISH CHURCHES; THEIR PLAN, DESIGN, AND 
FURNITURE. By i. T. Micklethwaite. Crown 8vo. Price ^s, ed, 

LONGEVITY; THE MEANS OF PROLONGING LIFE AFTER 
MIDDLE AdE. By Dr. John Gardner, Author of "A Hand- 
book of Domestic Medicine," &c. Small Crown 8vo. 

STUDIES AND ROMANCES. By H. Scliutz Wilsan. i vol. 
Crown 8vo. Price 'js, 6d, 

him, either grave or gay, stirring or ro- 
mantic, in the capital stories collected in 
this well-got-up volume."— y<;A» BuU, 



** Open the book, however, at what page 
the reader may, he will find something to 
amuse and instruct, and he must be very 
hard to please if he finds nothing to swt 



THE PELICAN PAPERS. Reminbcences and Remains of a Dweller in 
the Wilderness. By James Ashcroft Noble. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

** Written somewhat after the fashion of I " Will well repay perusal by all thought- 
Mr. Helps's * Friends in Council' "—£xa^ I ful and intelligent xtadtar—Livet^offl 
miner. \ Lender, 

, 65, CornhiU; 6-12, Faterttoster Row^ London. 
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BRIEFS AND PAPERS. Being Sketches of the Bar and the Press. 
Two Idle Apprezitices. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6d, 



By 



' Written with spirit and knowledge, and 
give some curious glimpses into wEat the 
majority will rq;ard as strange and un* 
known territories." — Daify News, 



" This b one of the best books to while 
away an hour and cause a generous laugh 
that we have come across for a long time." 
^yoAn BuU. 



THE SECRET OP LONG LIFE. Dedicated by Special Permission to 
Lord St. Leonards. Third Edition. Large crown 8vo, 5/. 

** A charming little volume."— r/m^x. I *' Entitled to the warmest admiiation.**~ 
'*A very pleasant little book, cheerful, I Pall Mall Gazette, 
genial, scholarly." — Spectator. \ 

SOLDIERING AND SCRIBBLING. By Archibald Forbes, of the 

Daily Ntws^ Author of **My Experience of the War between France and 
Germany." Crown 8vo. 7^. 6^. 

" All who open it will be inclined to read 
through for the varied entertainment which 
it affords."— Z^<u'{k News. 



** There is a ^;ood deal of instructioB to 
outsiders touching military life, in this 
volume." — Evening Standard. 




BRADBUBY, AGNEW, & C0.» PBINTBKS, WHITBFBIARS. 
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